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ME TAM OR YH OSE. 
BOOK VI. 


| Trfated by Mr. TATE and 
Mr. STONESTREET. 


The or Mev A and JASO u. 


E Argonauts now ſtemm'd ws 
foaming Tide, 


[LES apply d; 
wöbere bebte 2 Phinews * his s Age 
| in Grief, | 
ut Borea Sons engage in his Relief; 
And thoſe unwelcome Gueſts, the odious Race 
of Harpyes, from the Monarch's Table chaſe. 
With Jaſon then they greater Toils ſuſtain, 
0 Phaſis' Amy Banks at laſt they gain. 
A 6 


Here boldly they demand the Golden Prize 
of Scythia's King, who ſternly thus replies: 
That mighty Labours they muſt firſt o- ercome, 


” -- ©'Y 


Buy Reaſon ſtrives to quench the raging Fire; 
But ftrives in vain ! --- Some God (ſhe ſaid) withſtand, 
And Reaſon's baffl'd Council countermands, 


| Elſe wherefore ſaou'd the King's Commands ayyey 


' But Love, refiftleſs Love, my Soul invades; 


12 Ovid's kD Bock VII 


Or ſail their Argo thence unfreighted home, 
Mean while Medea, ſeiz d with fierce Deſite, 


What unſcen Pow*r does this Diſorder move? 
'Tis Love, --- at leaſt tis like, what Men call Love. 


To me too hard .- But fo indeed they are. 
Why ſhou'd 1 for a Stranger fear, leſt he 


Shou'd periſh, whom 1 did but lately ſee? 
His Death, or Safety, what are they to me? 


Wretch, from thy Virgin-Breaſt this Flame expe], 
And ſoon--- Oh cou'd 1, all wou'd then be well! 


Diſcretion this, Affection that perſwades. 

1 ſee the Right, and I approve it too, 

Condema the Wrong, - and yet the Wrong purſue, 
Why, Royal- Maid, ſhou'dſt thou deſire to wed 

A Wanderer, and court a foreign. Bed? 

Thy native Land, tho? barb'rous, can preſent 

A Bridegroom worth a Royal Bride's Conſent : 
And whether this Advent' fer lives, or dies, 
In Fate, and Fortune's fickle Pleaſure lies. 

Yet may he live! for to the Pow'rs aboye, 

A Virgin, led by no Impulfe of Love, ; 
So juſt a Suit may, for the Guiltleſs, move. 


| „ 

Book VIE Ovid's Metamorphoſer. 13 
Whom wou'd: not Jaſon's Valour, Youth, and Blood 
' Invite? or cou'd theſe Metits be withſtood. 

At leaſt his charming Perſon muſt encline 

The hardeſt Heart · I'm ſure tis ſo with mine! 

Yet, if I help him not, the flaming Breath _ - 
of Bulls, and Earth-born Foes muſt be his Death. 
or, ſhould he through theſe Dangers force his way, 
At laſt he muſt be made the Dtagon's Prey. 

f no Remorſe for ſuch Diſtreſs I feel, 

1 am a Tigreſs, and. my Breaft i is Steel. | 
Why do I. ſeruple then to ſee him lain,  — 
And with the tragick Scene my Eyes prophane? 

My Magick's Art employ, not to aſſwage 

The Salvages, but to enflame their. Rage? 

His Earth-born Foes to fiercer Fury move, 

And acceſſary to his Murder prove? 

The Gods forbid---But. Pray'rs are idle Breath, 
When Action, only can prevent his Death. 

Shall I betray my Father, and the State, 

To intercept a rambling Hero's Fate; 

Who may ſail off next. Hour, and ſav'd from Harms 
By my Aſſiſtance, bleſs another's Arms? 

Whilſt I, not only of my Hopes bereft, 

But to unpity'd Puniſhment am left. 

If he is falſe, let the Ingrateful bleed ! 

But no ſuch. Symptom in his Looks I read, 

Nature wou'd ne'er. have laviſh'd.ſo- much Grace 
Upon his Perſon, if his Soul were baſe. Shag 
Beſides, he firſt ſhall plight his Faith, and ſweag 

By all the Gods; what therefore can'ſt thou fear? 


14 Ori- Metamorphoſer. Book Vll 


Medes hafte, from Danger ſet him free, 4 
Faſon ſhall thy eternal Debtor be. | Di 
And thou, his Queen, with Sov'raign State enſtall'd, Th 


By Gracia Dames the Kind Preſerver calld, In 
Hence idle Dreams, by Love-fick Fancy bred! A 
Wilt thou, Medea, by vain Withes led, Pi 
To Sifter, Brother, Father bid adieu? D 
Forſake thy Country's Gods, and Country too? $ 
My Father's harſh, my Brother but a Child, 
My Siſter rivals me, my Country's wild; l 
And for it's Gods, the greateſt of em all 

Inſpires my Breaſt, and I obey his Call. 

That great Endearments 1 forſake, is true, 

But greater far the Hopes that I purſue : 

The Pride of having ſav'd the Youths of Greece, 

(Each Life more precious than our Golden Fleece) 

A nobler Soil by me ſhall be pofleſt, 

I mall ſee Towns with Arts, and Manners bleſt; 

And, what I prize above the World beſide, 

Enjoy my Faſon---and when once his Bride, 

Be more than Mortal, and to Gods ally'd. 


5 They talk of Hazards I muſt firſt ſuſtain, 


Of floating Iſlands juſtling in the Main; 

Our tender Barque expos'd to dreadful Shocks 
Of fierce Charybdis Gulf, and Scylla's Rocks, 
Where breaking Waves in whirling Ed dies row], 
And ray*nous Dogs that in deep Caveras howl: 
Amidft theſe Terrors, while 1 lye poſſeſt 

Of him 1 love, and lean on Faſen's Breaſt, 

In Tempeſts unconcern'd 1 will appear, 

Or, only for my Husband's Safety fear. 


Book VII. OVI D' Metamorphoſer, 15 | 

pidſt thou ſay Husband? --- canſt thou ſo deceive = 

Thy ſelf, fond Maid, and thy own Cheat believe? ; 

ju vain thou ſtriv'ſt ro varniſh o'er thy Shame, | f 

And grace thy Guilt with Wedlock's ſacred Name. l 

pull off the coZning Maſque, and oh! in time 

Diſcover, and avoid the fatal Crime. 

She ceas'd---the Graces now, with kind 8 

And virtue's lovely Train, before her Eyes X 

preſent themſelves, and vanquiſh'd Cupid flies. x 

| She then retires to Hecate's Shrine, that ſtood 

Fat in the Covert of a ſhady Wood: 

She finds the Fury of her Flames aſſwag' d, 

But, ſeeing Jaſon there, again they rag'd. 

Bluthes, and Paleneſs did by turns invade 

| Her tender Checks, and ſecret Grief bettay'd. 

As Fire, that fleeping under Aſhes lyes, 
Freſh-blown, and rouz d, does up in Blazes wy 

So flam'd the Virgin's Breaft-- - 

New kindled by her Lover's ſparkling 8 

For Chance, that Day, had with uncommon Grace 

Adorn'd the lovely Youth, and through his Face 

Diſplay'd an Air ſo pleaſing, as might charm 

A Goddeſs, and a veſtal's Boſom warm. 

Her raviſh'd Eyes furvey him o'er and o'er, 

As ſome gay Wonder never ſeen before; 

Tranſported to the Skies ſhe ſeems to be, 

And thinks the gazes on a Deuy. 

But when he ſpoke, and preſt her trembling Hand, 

And did with tender Words her Aid demand, 

With Vows, and Oaths to make her ſoon his Bride, 

She wept a Flood of Tears, and thus reply'd: 


8 r 


* 


is 
I * 


+46. Oi „ Metanorpboſes, Bock VI, 


To ſwear once more---and-to your Oath be true, 


Aurora drives the loyt'ring Stars away. 
Now Mars's Mount the prefling People fill, 
The Crowd below, the Nobles crown the Hill; 


5 Yet Ja ſon marches up without Concern, 
While on th' advent rous Youth the Mopſters turn 


1 ſee my Ertor, yet to Ruin moye, 
Nor owe my Fate to Ignorance, but Love: 
Your Life 111 guard, and only crave of you 


He fwears by Hecate he would all fulfil, 

And by her Grandfather's prophetick skill, 

By ev'ry thing that doubting Love cou'd preſs, + 
His preſent Danger, and deſir'd Succeſs. 

She credits him, and kindly does produce 
Enchanted Herbs, and teaches him their uſe; 


Their myſtick Names. and Vittues he admires, 


And with his Booty joyfully retires, 


The Dragon' 5 Terth rranfirm'd to Mey. 
Imparient for the Wonders of the Day, 


The King himſelf. high-thron'd above the reft, 

With Iv ty Scepter, and in Purple dreſt. | 
Forthwith the Braſs-hoof'd Bulls are ſet at large, 

Whoſe furious Noftrils ſulph*rous Flame diſcharge 

The blaſted Herbage by their Breath expitesz. 

As Forges rumble with exceſlive Fires, 

And Furnaces with fiercer Fury glow, 

When Water on the panting Maſs ye throw; 

With ſuch a Noiſe, from their Convulſive Breaſt, 

Thro' bellowing Throats, the ſtruggling Vapour preſt 


Book VII. O v1D's Metamorphoſes. 


. Their glaring Eyes, and, eager to Engage, 0 
Brandiſh their Steel-tipt Horns in threatning Rage: 
With brazen Hoofs they beat the Ground; and choak 
The ambient Ait with Clouds of Duſt and Smoak ; 
Each gazing Grecian. for his Champion ſhakes, 

While bold Advances he ſecurely. makes 
Thro' ſindging Blaſts z ſuch Wonders Magick Art 
Can work, when Love conſpires, and plays his Patt. 
The paſlive Savages like Statues ſtand, 

While he. their Dew - laps ſtroaks with ſoothing Hand; 
To unknown' Toaks their brawny Necks they yield, 
And, like tame Oxen, plow the wond' ting Field. 
The Colchians ſtare z the Grecian: ſhout, and raiſe / 
Their Champion's Courage with inſpiring Praiſe, - 

Embglden'd now, on freſh Attempts he goes, 
With Serpent's Teeth the fertile Furrows ſows 3 
The Glebe, fermenting with inchanted Juice, 

Makes the Snake's Teeth a human Crop produce, 
For as an Infant, Pris'ner to the Womb, 

Conteated ſlee ps, till to Perfection come, 

Then does the Cell's obſcure Confinement ſeorn, 
He toſſes, throbs, and preſſes to be born; 

$0 from the lab'ring Earth no ſingle Birth, 

But a whole Troop of luſty Youths ruſh forth z 
And, what's more ſtrange, with Martial Fury warm'd, 
And for Encounter all compleatly arm'd ; | 
In Rank and File, as they were ſow'd, they Rand, 
Impatient for the Signal of Command: 

No Foe: but the Emonian Youth appears; 
At him they level their Steel - pointed Spears 
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18 Ov1y's Metamorphoſes. Book vll. 
His fright'd Friends, who triumph's juſt before, 
With Peals of Sighs his deſp'rate Caſe deplote ; 
And where ſuch hardy Warriors are afraid, 
What muſt the tender, and enamour'd Maid? 
„Her Spirits fink, the Blood her Check forſook; 
She fears, who for his Safety undertook : 
She knew the Vertue of the Spells the gave, 
She knew their Force, and knew het Lover braye ; 
But what's a ſingle Champion to an Hoſt? 
Yet ſcorning thus to ſee him tamely loſt, 
Her ſtrong Reſerve of ſecret Arts the brings, 
And laſt, her never failing Song ſhe ſings, 
Wonders enſue ; among his gazing Foes 
The maſſy Fragment of a Rock he throws; 
This Charm in Civil War engag d em all; 
By mutual Wounds thoſe Earth-born Brothers fall, 

The Greeks, tranſported with the ſtrange Succeſs, 
Leap from their Seats the Conqu rot to careſs ; 
Commend, and kiſs, and claſp him in their Am 
So would the kind Contriver of the Charms; 
But her, who felt the tendereſt Concern, 
Honour condemns in ſecret Flames to burn 
Committed to a double Guard of Fame, 
Aw'd by a Virgin's, and a Princeſs Name. 
But Thoughts are free, and Fancy unconfin'd, 
She kiſſes, courts, and hugs him in her Mind ; 
To fav'ring Pow'rs her ſilent Thanks ſhe gives, 
By whoſe Indulgence her lov'd Hero lives. 

One Labour more remains, and, tho? the laſt, 
In Danger far furmounting all the paſt ; 


l Wor vn. or 7D Meramorphoſes. 15 
8 That Enterprize by Fates in ſtore was kept, 

To make the Dragon fleep, that never flept, 

Whoſe Creſt fioors dreadful Luſtre; from his Jaws | 

A cripple Tire of forked Stings he draws, | 
with Fangs,and Wings of a prodigious Size: 

guch was the Guardian of the Golden Prize. 

let him, beſprinkled with Lethaan Dew, 

| The fait Inchantreſs into Slumber threw ; 

And then, to fix him, thrice the did repeat 
TheKhyme, that makes the raging Winds tetteat; 
In ſtormy Seas can halcyon Seaſons make, 

Turn rapid Streams into a ſtanding Lake; 

While the ſoft Gueſt his drowzy Eye-lids ſeals, 
Th'unguarded Golden Fleece the Stranger fteals 3 
proud to poſſeſs the Purchaſe of his Toil, 

Proud of his Royal Bride, the richer Spoil z 

To Sea both Prize, and Patroneſs he bore, 

And Lands triumphant on his native Shore. 


Old Es ox reſtor'd to Tonth. 


 vEmonian Matrons, who their Abſence mourn' d, 
Rejoyce to ſee their proſp'rous Sons returi ?: 
Rich curling Fumes of Incenſe feaſt the Skies, 

An Hecatomb of voted Victims dies, 

With gilded Horns, and Gatlands on their Head, 

And all the Pomp of Death, to th' Altar led. 
Congratulating Bowls go briskly round, | 
Triumphant Shouts in louder Mufick drown'd, 


20 v1 D's Metanmrphoſes. Book VII, Book 
Amidſt theſe Revels, why. that Cloud of Care 
On Faſan's Brow 2 (to whom the largeſt Share 
Of Mirth was dy e) — His Father was not there 
WI was abſent, once the Young, and Braye, 
Now cruſh d with Years, and bending to the Grave, 
At laſt withdrawn, and by the Crowd unſeen, 5 


Does t 
hoſe 
Jr; col 
Pecate 
Vojufl 
In Lit 
let fl 


Prefling her Hand, (with ſtarting Sighs between) 
Shall 


He ſupplicates his kind, and skilful Queen, 

O Patroneſs! Preſerver of my Life ) - 
(Dear when my Miſtreſs, and much dearer wi) 
Your Favours to fo vaſt a Sum amount, 
Tis paſt the Pow'r of N umbers to recount; 
Or cou'd they be to Computation brought, 
The Hiſtory would a4 Romance be thought: 
And yet, unleſs you add one Favour more, 
Greater than all that you conferr'd before, 
But not too hard for Love and Magick Skill, 
Tour paſt are thrown 3 away, and Faſon's wretched flill 
The Morning of my Life is juſt begun, 

But my declining Father's Race is run; 

From my large Stock retrench the long Arrears, 
And add em to ee Aſon s Years, 

: 23 ” Thus ſpake the gen'rous Youth, and wept the teſb 
- Moy'd with the Piety of his Requeſt, 

To his ag'd Sire ſuch filial Duty mown, 

So diff rent from her Treatment of her own, 

But ſtill endeav*ring her Remorſe to hide, 

She check'd her riſing Sighs, and thus reply d. 
Ho cou'd the Thought of ſuch inhuman Wrong 

- Eſcape (ſaid me) from pious F«ſen's Tongue? 


t+- 5 


0 


Book VII. eee te 4 

poes the whole World another Jen bea, n 

hoſe Life Medea can to yours prefer 7 

or cou d 1 with ſo dite a Change diſpence, 5 

Hecate will never join in that Offene 

Vajuſt is the Requeſt you make, and IL] NO g 

In Kindneſs. your Petition ſhall dex; 

Tet the. that grants not what you do implore, 

all yer eſſay to give her Jaſon more 

Find Means t'enereaſe the Stock. of Æſinꝰs Years, oy 

Without Retrenchment of your Life s Arreartrs; 

provided that the Triple Goddeſs .join _. 

A ſtrong, Coufed'rate in my bold Deſign. IPG 
Thus was her Enterpzize reſolv d; but till 

Three tedious Nights axe wanting to fulfill! 

The circling Creſcents of th encreaſing Moon; 

Then, in the Height of her Nocturnal Noon. s 

Wedes ſteals from Court; her Ankles bare, 1 | 5 


aA 
« 
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| Her Garments cloſcly girt, but looſe her Hair; 


— 


Thus ſally'd, like a ſolitary Sprite, 
She traverſes the Terrors of the Night. 
Men, Beaſts, and Birds in ſoft Repoſe lay charm d, | 
No boiſtrous Wind the Mountain-Woods alarm'd; 3 
Not did thoſe Walks of Love, the Mynle Trees, 
Of am rous Zephir heat the whiſp' ring Breeze 5 88 
All Elements chain'd in unactive Reft, 
No Senſe but what. the twinkling Stars expreſt; 
To them (that only wak'd) the rears her Arms, 
And thus commences her myſterious Charms. 
She turn d her thrice. about, as oft the threw 


On her pale Tieſſes the Nocturnal Dew 5 


22 
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Then yelling thrice a moſt enormous Sound, 

Her bare Knee bended on the flinty Ground, 

O Night (ſaid the) thou Confident and Guide 


| Of Secxets, ſuch as Darkneſs ought to hide; 


Ye Stars and Moon, that, when the Sun retires, 
Support his Empire with ſucceeding Fires; 

And thou, great Hecate, Friend to my Deſign 3 
Songs, mutt' ring Spells, your magick Forces join; 


And thou, © Earth, the Magazine that yields 
The Midnight Sorcerer Dtugs; Skies, Mountains, Fields; 


Ye Sylvan Gods, and Gods of Night, awake, 
And gen rouſly your Parts in my Adventure take, 


Ye wat'ry Pow'rs of Fountain, Stream, and Lake; 
Oft by your Aid ſwift Currents I have led 


Thro* wandring Banks, back to their Fountain Head; 
Transform'd the Proſpe@ of the briny Deep, 


Made ſleeping Billows rave, and raving Billows ſleep ; 
Made Clouds, or Sunſhine ; Tempeſts riſe, or fall; 
And ftubborn lawleſs Winds obey my Call: 
With mutter'd Words diſarm'd the Viper's Jaw, 


Vp by the Roots vaſt Oaks, and Rocks cou'd draw; 


Like Malefactors, to receive their Doom; 
Earth groan, and frighted Ghoſts forſake theirTomb: 
Thee, Cynthia, my reſiſtleſs Rhymes drew down, 


Make Foreſts dance, anderembling Mountains come 0 


When tinkling Cymbals ſtrove my Voice to drown; 


Nor ſtronger Titan could their Force ſuſtain, 
In full Career compell'd to ſtop his Wain: 
Nor could Aurora's Virgin Bluſh avail, 

With pois' nous Herbs I turn'd her Roſes pale; 


Book VII. Ovrn's Meramorphoſe:. 23 


The Fury of the fiery Bulls 1 broke, 

Their ſtubborn Necks ſubmitting to my Yoke ; 

And when the Sons of Earth with Fury burn d, 

Their hoſtile Rage upon themſelves I turn'd; 

The Brothers made with mutual Wounds to bleed, 
And by their fatal Strife my Lover freed; | 

And, white the Dragon Dept, to diſtant Greece, 

Thro' cheated Guards, convey'd the Golden Fleece. 
zut now to boldes Action I proceed, 

of ſuch prevailing Juices now have need, 

That wirher d Tears back to their Bloom can bring, 
And in dead Winter raiſe a ſecond Spring, 

And you'll perform't---- | 

You will; for lo! the Stars, with ſparkling Fires, 
Freſage as bright Succeſs to my Deſires: 

And now another happy (Omen ſee! 

4 Chariot drawn by Dragons waits for me. 

with theſe laſt Words the leaps into the Wain, 
Stroaks the Snakes Necks, and ſhakes the Golden Rein; 
That Signal giv'n, they mount herto the Skies, 0 


And now beneath her fruitful Temp lies, 

Whoſe Stores the ranſacks, then to Crete the flies; 
There Oſſa, Pelion, Othrys, Pindss, all | 
To the fair Raviſher a Booty fall; 

The Tribute of their Verdure the collects, 

Nor proud Ohympus Height his Plants protects. 


dome by the Roots the plucks ; the tender Tops 


Of others with her culling Sickle crops. 
Not could the Plunder of the Hills fuffice, 
Down to the humble Vales, and Meads ke flies; 
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Apidanus, Amphryſus, the next Rape 


Suſtain, nor could Enipeus Banks 8 5 5 


Thro* Beeb?*s Marſh, and thro' the Border rang d 
Whoſe Paſture Glaucus to a Triton chang' d. 

Now the Ninth Day, and Ninth ſucceſſive Night, 
Had wonder'd : at the reſtleſs ] Rover's Flight; 
Mean while her Dragons, fed with no Repaſt, | 
But het exhaling Simples od rous - © SEW 7 
Their tarniſh'd Scales, and wrinkled Skins had caſt, 
At laſt return'd before her Palace Gate, ö 


Quitting, her Chariot, on the Ground the ſate, 35 


The Sky her only. Canopy of State. 
All Conveiſation with her Sex the fled, 


Shun' d the Careſſes of the Nuptial Bed: 


Two Altars next of graſſy Turf the rears, 


This Hecat's Name, that Touth's Inſcription beats; 
with Foreſt-Boughs, and Vervain theſe ſhe crown'd; 
Then delves a double Trench in lower Ground, 


And ſticks a black-fleec'd Ram, that ready ſtood, .. 
And drench'd the Ditches with devoted Blood: . 


New Wine the pours, and Milk from th? Udder warm,) 
with myſtick Murmurs to compleat the Charm, > 


And ſubterranean Deities alarm. 2 
To the ſtern King of Ghoſts ſhe next apply'd, © 15 | 


And gentle Proſerpine, his raviſh'd Bride, 


That for old Æſen with the Laws of Fate 


They would diſpenſe, and lengthen his ſhort Date; 


Thus with repeated Pray'rs the long aſſails 

Th' Infernal Tyrant, and at laſt prevails z 

Then calls to have decrepit Æſon brought, 

And ſtupifies him with a ſleeping Draught; = 
On 


| 


| 


, 
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On Earth his Body, like a Corpſe, extends, © * 

Then charges Jaſon and his waiting Friends 

To quit the Place, that no unhallow'd Eye 

Into her Art's forbidden Secrets pry. | 

This done, th* Inchantreſs, with her Locks unbound, . 
About her Altars trips a frantick Round; 

liece · meal the conſecrated Wood ſhe ſplits, 

And dips the Splinters in the bloody Pits, 

Then hurls em on the Piles; the ſleeping Sire 

the luſtrates thrice, with Sulphur, Water, Fire. 
In a large Cauldron now the Med'cine boils, 

Compounded of her late collected Spoils, 

Bending into the Meſh the various Pow'rs 

of Wonder-working Juices, Roots, and Flow'rs; 

With Gems i' th' Eaſtern Ocean's Cell refin'd, 

And ſuch as ebbing Tides had left behind; 

To them the Midnight's pearly Dew ſhe flings, 

A Scretch-Owl's Carcaſs, and ill boding Wings; 

Not could the Wizard Wolf's warm Entrails ſcape, 

(That Wolf who counterfeits a Human Shape.) 


| Then, from the Bottom of her conj'ring Bag, 


Snakes Skins, and Liver of a long-liv'd Stag; 
Laſt a Crow's Head to ſuch an Age artiv'd, . 
That he had now nine Centuries ſurviv'd ; 


Theſe, and with theſe a thouſand more that grep 


1 ſundry Soils, into her Pot the threw ; 

Then with a wither'd Olive-Bough ſhe rakes 

The bubling Broth z the Bough freſh Verdure takes; 
Green Leaves at firſt the periſh*d Plant ſurround, 


Which the next Minute with ripe] Fruit were crown d. 
Vol. II. 13 2 9 ; 'B 
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The foaming Juices now the Brink o'er-ſwell; 
The barren Heath, where-e'er the Liquor fell, 
Sprang out with vernal Graſs, and all the pride 
Of blooming MY -When this Medea ſpy d, 
She cuts her Patient's Throat; th* exhauſted Blood 
Recruiting with her new enchanted Flood; 
While at his Mouth, and thro” his 'op'ning Wound, 
A double Inlet her Infuſion found? 
His feeble Frame reſumes a yourhful Air, 
A glofly Brown his hoary Beard and Hair. 
The meager Paleneſs from his Aſpect fled, 
And in its Room ſprang up a florid Red; 
Thro' all his Limbs a youthful Vigour flies, T 


His empty d Art'ries ſwell with 'freſh Supplies: 
Gazing Spectators fcarce believe their Eyes. 

But Æſon is the moſt ſurpriz d, to find 

A happy Change in Body, and in Mind; 

In Senſe and Conſtitution the ſame Man, 

As when his Fortieth active Year began. 

Bacchus, who from the Clouds this Wonder view' d. 

Medea s Method inſtantly purſu' d, 

And his indulgent Nurſe's Youth renew'd, 


The Death of PEAS. 


Thus far obliging Love employ'd her Art, 
But now Revenge muſt act a tragick Part; 

Medea feigns a mortal Quarrel bred 
Betwixt her, and the Part ner of her Bed; 
On this Pretence to Pelias* Court ſhe flies, 
Whol. apguithing with Age and Sickneſs lies: 


I. 
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fis zniltleſs Daughters, with inveigling Wiles, 

And well-diſſembled Friendſhip, ſhe beguiles: | 

The range Atchievements of her Art be tells, 

With Æſon's Cure, and long on that ſhe dwells, 

Till them to firm Perſwaſion ſhe has won, 

The ſame for their old Father may be done 

For him they court her to employ her Skill, 

And put upon the Cure, what Price the will. 

At firſt ſhe's mute, and with a grave Pretence 

of Difficulty, holds 'em in Suſpenſe; 

Then promiſes, and bids 'em, from the Fold 

Chuſe out a Ram, the moſt infirm and old; 

That ſo by Fa& their Doubts may be remoy'd, 

And firſt, on him, the Operation proy'd. | 
A wreath-horn'd Ram is brought, ſo far ober- grown 

With Years, his Age was to that Age unknown; 

of Senſe too dull the piercing Point to feel, 

And ſcarce ſufficient Blood to ſtain the Steel. 

His Carcaſs the into a Cauldron threw, | 

With Drugs whoſe vital Qualities ſhe knew; 

Eis Limbs grow leſs, he caſts his Horns, and Years» 

And tender Bleatings ſtrike their wondring Ears. 

Then inſtantly leaps forth a frisking Lamb, 

That ſeeks (too young to graze) a ſuckling Dam, 

The Siſters, thus confirm'd with the Succeſs, 

Her Promiſe with renew'd Entreaty preſs; 

To conutenance the Cheat, three Nights and Days 

Before Experiment th* Inchantreſs ſtays; | 

Then into limpid Water, from the Springs, 

Weeds, and 8 no Force ſhe flings; 
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With antique Ceremonies for Pretence, 
And rambling Rhymes without a Word of Cenſe, 


_ Unſheath your Swords, difmiſs his lifeleſs Blood, 


And can ye thus like idle Gazers ſtand? 


Tes, the who had the kindeſt, tend'reſt Heart, 
Is foremoſt to perform the bloody Part. 


They could not bear to ſee the Wounds they made; 
With Looks averted, backward they advance, 
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Mean while the King with all his Guards lay bound 
In Magick sleep, ſcarce that of Death ſo ſound; 
The Daughters now are by the Sorc'reſs led 
Into his Chamber, and ſurround his Bed. 

Your Father's Health's concern'd, and can ye ſtay! 
Unnat'ral Nymphs, why this unkind Delay ? 


Aud I'll recruit it with a vital Flood: 
Your Father's Life and Health is in your Hand, 


Unleſs you are of common Senſe bereft, 

If yet one Spark of Piety is left, 

Diſpatch a Father's Cure, and diſengage | 

The Monarch from his toilſome Load of Age: 

Come----drench your Weapons in his putrid Gore; 

*Tis Charity to wound, when Wounding will reſtore. 
Thus urg'd, the poor deluded Maids proceed, 

Betray'd by Zeal, to an inhumane Deed, _ ; 

And, in Compaſſion, make a Father bleed. 


Yet, tho' to act the Butchery betray'd, 


Then ſtrike, and ſtab, and leave the Blows to chance. 
Waking in Conſternation, he eſſays 

(Weltring in Blood) his feeble, Arms to raiſe: 

Environ'd with ſo many $words----From whence 

This batb'rous Uſage? what is my Offence ? 


nd 
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what fatal Fury, what infernal Charm, | 

'Gainft a kind Father does his Daughters arm? 
Heating his Voice, as Thunder-ſtruck, they ſtopt, 

Their Reſolution, and their Weapons dropt: 

1:dea then the mortal Blow beſtows, 

And that perform'd, the tragick Scene to cloſe, 

lis Corpſe into the bailing Cabld ron throws, y 
Then, dreading the Revenge that muſt enſue, 

High mounted on her Dragon- Coach the flew; ; 

And in her ſtately Progreſs thro' the Skies, 7 

Beneath her ſhady Felion firſt the ſpies, C 

With Othrys, that above the Clouds did riſe; 

With skilful Chiron's Cave, and neighb'ring Ground, 7 

For old Cerambus* ſtrange Eſcape renown'd, 8 

By Nymphs deliver'd, when the World was drown'd; 

Who him with unexpected Wings ſupply*d, 

When delug d Hills a ſafe Retreat deny'd. 

Holian Pitand on her Left Hand 

She ſaw, and there the ſtatu'd Dragon ſtand; 

With Ida's Grove, where Becchus, to diſguife 

His Son's bold Theft, and to ſecure the Prize, 

Made the ſtoln Steer a Stag to repreſent; 

Cocy16? Father's ſandy Monument; | 

And Fields that held the murder'd Sire's Remains, 

Where howling Mera frights the ſtartled Plains. 


Euryphilus high Town, with Tow'rs defac'd 


By Hercules, and Matrons more diſgrac'd 
Vith ſprouting Horns, in ſignal Puniſhment, 
From Juno, or reſenting Venus ſent. 
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Then Rhodes, which Phebus did ſo dearly prize, 
And Fove no leſs ſeverely did chaftize ; 

For he the NL Native's pois' ning Sight, 
That us'd the ? atmer's hopeſul Crops to blight, 5 
In Rage o'erwhelm'd with everlaſting Night, 


| Cartheia's ancient Walls come next in view, 
Where once the Sire almoſt a Statue grew 
With Wonder, which a ſtrange Event did morg 


His Daughter turn'd into a Turtle-Dove. 
Then Hyrie's Lake, and Temwpe's Field o'er-ran, 


Tam d for the Boy who there became a Suan; 


For there enamour'd Phyllins, like a Slave, 
Perform'd what Tasks his Paramonr would craye, 
For Preſents he had Mountain- Vultures caught, 
And from the Deſart a tame Lion brought; 
Then a wild Bull commanded to ſubdue, 

The conquer'd Savage by the Horns he drew; 


But, mock'd ſo oft, the Treatment he diſdains, 
And from the. craving Boy this Prize detaius, 


Then thus in Choller the reſenting Lad; 
Won't you deliver him ?---- You'll wiſh you had; 


Nor ſooner ſaid, but, in a peeviſh Mood, 


Leapt from the Precipice on which he ſtood: 


Inſtead of falling, to behold him riſe 
A ſnowy Swan, and ſoaring to the Skies 
Bur dearly the raſh Prank his Mother coſt, 
Who ignorantly gave her Son for loſt; 
For his Misfortune wept, till ſhe became 
A Lake, and' ſtill renown'd with Hyrie's Name. 


The Standers-by were ſtruck with freſh Surprize, 0 
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Thence to Latona 's Ile, where once were ſeen, 
rransform'd to Birds, a Monarch, and Nis Queen. 
Far off ſhe ſaw how old Cephiſus mourn d ö 
5 lis Son, into a Seele by Phæbu, turn'd; 
and where, aſtoniſh'd at a ſtranger Sight, 
Bumelus gaz' d on his wing'd Daughter's Flight. 
Etolian Pleuron the did vext ſurvey, 4. 
Where Sons a Mother's Murder did eſlay, þ 
But ſudden Plumes the Matron bore away. 5 
Op her Right Hand, Cyllere, a fair Soil, 
Fair, till Aenephron there the beauteous Hill 5 
Attempted with fowl Inceſt to defile, 
Her harneſs' d Dragons now direct the drives 
For Corinth, and at Corinth ſhe arrives; 
Where, if what old Tradition tells, be true, 
n former Ages Men from Muſhrooms grew. 
wu here Medes finds her Bed ſupply'd, 
During her Abſence, by another Bride 3 
And hopeleſs 10 recover her loſt Game, 
She ſets both Bride, and Palace in a Flames. 
Nor could a Rival's Death her Wrath aſſwage, 
Nor ſtopt at Creon's Family her Rage; | 
She murders her own Infants, in Deſpight 
To faithleſs Faſon, and in Jaſon's Sight; 
Yet e er his Sword could reach her, up the ſprings, 
Securely mounted on her Dragons Wings. 


The Story of EGEus. 
From hence to Athens ſhe directs her Flight, 


Where Pbinens, ſo xenown'd for doing Right; 
B 4 
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Where Peripbas, and Polyphemon's Neece, 
Soaring with ſudd en Plumes, amaz d the Towns gf 
Here Agen ſo engaging the addreſt, (Gera. 
That firſt he treats her like a Royal Gueſt; 
Then takes the Sorc'reſs for his wedded wife; 
The only Blemiſh of his prudent Life. 
Mean while his Son, from Actions of Renown, 
Arrives at Court, but to his Sire unknown. 
\ Medea, to diſpatch a dang' rous Heir, 
(-he knew him) did a pois'nous Draught prepare ; 
Drawn from a Drug, was long reſery'd in tore 
For deſp'rate Uſes, from the Scythian Shore; 
That from the Echydnaan Monſter's Jaws 
Deriv'd it's Origin, and this the Cauſe, 
Thro' a dark Cave a craggy Paſſage lies, 
To ours, afcenling from the nether Skies; 


Chain'd Cerberus, wholagg'd, and reſtive grew, 
With his blear'd Eyes out brighter Day to view. 
Thrice he repeated his enormous Tell, 

With which he ſcares the Ghoſts, and ftartles Hell; 
At laſt outragious (tho' .compell'd to yield) 

He ſheds his Foam in Fury on the Field; 
Which, with its own, and Ravkneſsof the Ground, 


Thro' which, by Strength of Hand, Alcides drew 


Produc'd a Weed, by Sorcerers renown'd, | ( 


The ſtrongeſt Conſtitution to confound z 

Call'd Aconite, becauſe it can unlock 

All Bars, and force its Paſſage thro' a Rock, 
The pious Father, by her Wheedles won, 

Preſents this deadly Potiou to his Son; 
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Who, with the ſame Aſſurance takes the Cup, ' 

aodto' the Monarch's Health had drank it up, 

jut in the very Inſtant he apply'd 45 

The Goblet to his Lips, old Agens ſpy'd _ 0 
The Iv*ry hilted Sword that grac'd his Side. ; 
That certain Signal of his Son he knew, 

And ſnacht the Bowl away; the Sword he drew, 

Reſoly d, for ſuch a Son's endanger'd Life, 

To ſacrifice the moſt perfidious Wife. 

Revenge is ſwift, but her more active Charms 
A Whirl wind rais'd, that ſnatch'd her from his Arms. 
While conjur'd Clouds their baffled Seuſe ſurprize, 8 


She vaniſhes from their deluded Eyes, 
And thro' the Hurricane triumphant flies. 

The gen rous King, altho' o'er joy'd to find 
+ Bis Son was ſafe, yet bearing ſtill in mind | 8 
The Miſchief by his treach*rous Queen deſign'd; 
The Hortour of the Deed, and then how near 
The Danger drew, he ſtands congeal'd with Fear. 
But ſoon that Fear into Devotion turns, 
With grateful Incenſe ev'ry Altar burns; 
proud Victims! and unconſcious of their Fate, 
Stalk to the Temple, there to die in ſtate. 
In Athens never had a Day been found 
For Mirth, like that grand Feſtival, renown'd. | 
Promiſcuouſly tlie Peers, and People dine, DP 
Promiſcuouſly their thankful Voices join, 8 
In Songs of Wit, ſublim'd by ſpritely Wine. 
To liſt ning Spheres their joint Applauſe they raiſe, 
Aud thus ** their matchleſs Theſons* Praile, 

8 5 | 
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Great Theſews! Thee the Merathonian Plain 
Admires, and wears with Pride the noble Stain : 

Of the dire Monſter's Blood, by valiant Theſes: ſlain 
That now Cromyon's Swaing in Safety ſow, 

And reap their fertile Field, to Thee they owe, 
By Thee th'infeſted Epidaurian Coaſt * | 

Was clear'd, and now can a free Commerce boaſt, 
The Traveller his Journey can purſue, | 
With Pleaſure the late dreaded Valley view, ; 
And cry, Here Theſeus the grand Robber ſlew, 
Cepbyſus* Flood cries to his reſcu'd. Shore, 

The mercileſs Procruſtes is no more. 

In Peace, Eleuſis, Ceres? Rites renew, 

Since Theſeus* Sword the fierce Cercyon flew, 

By him the Tort' rer Sinis was deſtroy d, 

Of strength (but Streng h to batb'rous uſe employ'd) 
That Tops of talleſt Pines to Earth could bend, 
And thus in Pieces wretched Captives rend. 
Inhuman Scyren now has bieath'sd his laſt, 

And now Alcatho's Road's ſecurely paſt; 

By Theſeus flain, and thrown into the Deep: 

But Earth nor Sea his ſcatter'd Bones wou'd keep, 
Which, after floating long, a Rock became, 

Still infamous with Scyren's hated Name. 

When Fame to count thy Acts and Years proceeds, 
Thy Years appear but Cyphers to thy Deeds. 

For: Thee brave Youth, as for our Common weak» | 
We pray; and drink, in yours, the Publick Health. 
 YourPraiſe the Senate, and Plebeians ſing, 

With your loy'd Name the Court, and Cottage ting. 
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lou make our Shepherds and our Sailors glad, 
4nd not a Houſe in this vaſt City's ſad. 

But mortal Bliſs will never come ſincere, - 

fleaſure may lead, but Grief brings up the Rear; 

While for his Son's Arrival, rev'ling Joy 
Ageus, and all his Subjects does employ; 

While they for only coſtly Feaſts prepare, 

His neighb' ring Monarch, Minss, threatens War: 
weak in Land-Forces, nor by Sea more ſtrong, 
But pow'rful, in a deep reſented Wrong 

For a Son's Murder, arm'd with pious Rage; 

Yet prudently, before he would engage, 

To raiſe Auxiliaries reſolv'd to ſail, 

And with the pow*rful Princes to prevail. 

Firſt Anaphe, then proud Aſtypalaa gains, 

By Preſents that, and this by Threats obtains: 

Low Mycone, molus, chalky Soil, 

Tall Cythnos, Scyros, flat Seriphos' Ile 3 


Impregnable Sithonia ; yet betray'd 

To a weak Foe by a Gold-admiring Maid, 

Who, chang'd into a Daw of ſable Hue, 

Still koards up Gold, and higes it from the View. 
But as theſe Iſlands chearfully combine, 

Others xefuſe t embark in his Deſign. 

Now Leftward with an eaſy Sail ke bore, 

And proſp'rous Paſſage to OEnopia's Shore; 

O Enopia once, but now Anina call'd, 

And with his Ropal Mother's Name inſtail'd 
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The Princes of the Blood; with Telamon, 


By Aacus, under whoſe Reign did ſpring 
The Myrmidons, and now their reigning King, 
_ Down to the Port, amidſt the Rabble, run ] 


Peleus the next, and Phocus the third Son: 

Then Aacus, altho' oppreſt with Years, 

To ask the Cauſe of their Approach appears. 
That Queſtion does the Gnoſſian's Grief reney, 

And Sighs from his afflicted Boſom drew; 

Yet after a ſhort ſolema Reſpite made, 

The Ruler of the hundred Cities ſaid; 
Aſſiſt our Arms, rais d for a murder'd Son, 


In this religious War no Riſque you'll run: 
Revenge the Dead--- for who refuſe to give 
Reſt to their Urns, unworthy are to live. 


Not I, but Truth and common Faith denies; 
Athens and we hape long been ſworn Allies: 
Our Leagues are fix'd, confed'rate are our Pow'rs, 


What you requeſt, thus Aacus replies, 


And who declare themſebves Their Foes, are Outs, 


| Minos rejoins, Your League ſhall dearly coſt; 


0 Yet, mindful how much ſafer twas to boaſt, 


Than there to waſte his Forces, and his Fame | 
Before in Field with. his grand Foe he came) 


Parts without Blows- -- Nor long had left the Shore, 


E'er into Port another Navy bore, 

With cephalus, and all his jolly Crew; | 
Th' <£acides their old Acquaintance knew: 
The Princes bid him welcome, and in State 
Conduct the Heroe to their Palace Gate; 
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Who ent' ting, ſeem'd the charming Mein to wear, 
4s when in Youth he paid his Viſit there. 

In his Right Hand an Olive-branch he holds, 

And, Salutation paſt, the Chief unfolds 

his Embaſſy from the Athenian State, 

Their mutual Friendſhip, Leagues of ancient Date; 
Their common Danger, ev'ry thing cou'd wake 
Concern, and his Addreſs ſucceſsful make: 
Gtrength'ning his Plea with all the Charms of Senſe, 
And thoſe, with all the Charms of Eloquence. 


Then thus the King: Like Suiters do you ſtand 


For that Aſſiſtance which you may command? 
Athenians, all our liſted Forces uſe, 

(They re ſuch as no bold Service will refuſe;} _ 
And when y' ave drawn them off; the Gods be prais*d, 
Freſh Legions can within our Ifle be rais'd : 

$0 ſtock d with People, that we can prepare 

Both-for domeſtick, and for diſtant War, 


Ours, ox our Friends Inſulters to chaſtize, 


Long may ye flouriſh thus, the Prince replies. 
Strange Tranſport ſeiz'd me as I paſs'd along, 
To meet ſo many Tioops, and all ſo young, 
As if your, Army did of Twins conſiſt; 
let amongſt them my late Acquaintance miſs'd: 
Ev'n all that to your Palace did reſort, 
When firſt you entertain'd me at your Court; 
And cannot gueſs the Cauſe from whence cou'd fpring 
So vaſt a Change---Then thus the ſighing King: 
Illuſtrious Gueſt, to my ſtrange Tale attend, 
Of ſad Beginning, but a joyful End: 
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The whole to a vaſt Hiſtory wou'd ſwell, | 
1 ſhall but half, and that confus'dly, tell. 
That Race whom ſo deſery'dly you admir'd, 
Are all into their filent Tombs retir'd: 
They fell; and falling, how they ſhook my state, 
Thought may conceive, but nes can ne er relate, 


The Story of Ants 3 4 to Men. 


By Mr. STON ESTREET, 


A dreadful Plague from angry Juno came, 
To ſcourge the Land, that bore her Rivals Name; 
Before her fatal Anger was reveal'd, 
And teeming Malice lay as yet conceal'd, 
- All Remedies we try, all Med'cines uſe, 
Which Nature cou'd ſupply, cr Art produce; 
Th' unconquer'd Foe derides the vain Deſign, 
And Art, and Nature foil'd, declare the Cauſe Divine, 

At firſt we only felt th* oppreſſive Weight 
of gloomy Clouds, then teeming with our Fate, 5 
And lab'riog to diſcharge unactive Heat: 

But e're four Moons alternate Changes knew, 

with deadly Blaſts the fatal South-wind blew, ; ; 
Infected all the Air, and poiſon'd as it flew. 
Our Fountains too a dire Infection yield, 
For Crowds of Vipers creep along the Field, 
And with polluted Gore, and baneful Steams, 
Taint all the Lakes, and venom all the Streams, 
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The young Diſeaſe with milder Force began, 


Ind rag'd on Birds, and Beaſts, excuſing Man. 


The lab'ring Oxen fall before the Plow, 

Ib unhappy Plow-men ſtare, and wonder how: 
The tabid Sheep, with ſickly Bleatings, pines; 

js Wooll decreaſing, as its Strength declines : 

The warlike Steed, by inward Foes compell'd, 
veglects his Honours, and deſerts the Field; 
Unnery'd, and languid, ſeeks a baſe Retreat, = 
And at the Manger groans, but wiſh'd a nobler Fate: 
The Stags forget their Speed, the Boars their Rage, 
Nor can the Bears the ſtronger Herds engage: 

A gen'ral Faintneſs does invade 'em all, 

And in the Woods, and Fields promiſcuouſly they fall. 
The Ait receives the Stench, and (ſtrange to ſay) 
The rav' nous Birds, and Beaſts avoid the Prey: 

Th? offenſive Bodies rot upon the Ground, 

And ſpread the dire Contagion all around. 


Int now the Plague, grown to a larger Size, 


Riots on Man, and ſcorns a meaner Prize. 

Inteſtine Heats begin the Civil war 

And Fluſhings firſt the latent Flame declare, 8 

And Breath inſpir' d, which ſeem' d like fiery Air. 

Theit black dry Tongues are lwell'd, and ſcaxce can 
move, 

And ſhou thick Sighs from panti ng Lungs are drove. 

They gape for Air, with flatt' ring Hopes Vabate 

Their raging Flames, but that augments their Heat. 

No Bed, no Cov'ring can the Wretches bear, p 

But on the Ground, expos d to open Air, 8 

They lye, and hope to find a ꝑleaſing Coolneſs there, 
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The ſuff' ring Earth, with that Oppreſſion curſt, 
Kezurns the Heat which they imparted fitſt. 

In vain Phyſicians would beſtow their Aid, 
Vain all their Art, and uſeleſs all their Trade; 
And they, ev'n they, who fleeting Life recall, 
Feel the (ame Pow'rs, and undiſtinguiſh'd fall. 

If any proves ſo dating to attend 

His ſick Companion, or his darling Friend, 'T 
Th' officious Wretch ſucks in contagious Breath, H 
And with his Friend does ſympathize in Death. A 

And now the Care and Hopes of Life are paſt, T 
They pleaſe their Fancies, and indulge their raſte; þ 

: 
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At Brooks and Streams, regardleſs of their Shame, 
Each Sex, promiſcuous, ſtrives to quench their Flame; 
Nor do they ſtrive in vain to quench it there, 
For Thirſt, and Life at once extinguiſnh'd are. 
Thus in the Brooks the dying Bodies ſink, 
But heedleſs ſtill the raſh Survivors drink. 
so much uneaſy Down the Wretches hate, 
They fly their Beds to ſtruggle with thei Fate; 
But if decaying Strength forbids to riſe, 
The Victim crawls aud rouls, till on the Ground he lies, 
Each ſhuns his Bed, as each wou'd ſhun his Tomb, 
And thinks th' Infection only lody'd at home. 
Here one, with fainting ſteps, does ſlowly creep 
O'er Heaps of Dead, and ſtraight augments a Heap; 
Another, while his Strength and Tongue prevail d, 
Bewails his Friend, and falls himſelf bewail'd: 
This with imploring Looks ſurveys the Skies, 
The laſt dear Office of his cloſing Eyes, 
But finds the Heay'ns implacable, and dies. 
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What now, ah! what employed my troubled Mind? 
gut only Hopes my Subjects Fate to find. 
what Place ſoe er my weeping Eyes ſurvey, | 
There in lamented Heaps the Vulgar lay; 

As Acorns ſcatter when the Winds prevail, 
or mellow Fruit from fhaken. Branches fall. 

lou ſee that Dome which rears its Front 10 high: 8 
'Tis ſacred to the Monarch of the Sky: | 
How-many there, with unregarded Tears, 

And fruitleſs Vows, ſent up ſucceſsleſs Pray'rs? 
There Fathers for expiring Sons implor'd, | 
And there the Wife bewail'd her gaſping Lord; 
with: pious Off tings they'd appeaſe the Skies, 
But they, e're yet th* attoning Vapours riſe, X 
Before the Altars fall, themſelves a Sacrifice : 

They fall, while yet their Hands the Gums contain, 
The Gums ſurviving, but their Off rers lain. 

The deſtin'd Ox, with holy Garlands crown'd, 
Prevents the Blow, and feels th' expected Wound: 
When I my ſelf inyok'd the Pow'rs Divine, 
To drive the fatal Peſt from Me and Mine; 

When now the Prieſt with Hands uplifted ftood, 
Frepar'd 10 ftrike, and ſhed the ſacred Blood, 

The Gods themſelves the mortal Stroke beftow, _ 
The victim falls, but They impart the Blow: 
Scarce was the Knife with the pale Purple tain'ds 5 


And no Preſages cou'd be then obtain'd, 

From putrid Eutrails, wheie tu Infection reign'd. ) 
Death ſtalk'd around with ſuch teſiſtleſs Sway, ; 

The Temples of the Gods his Force obey, | 8 

And Suppliants feel his Stroke, while yet they pray. . 
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Go now, ſaid he, your Deities implore 
For fruitleſs Aid, for 1 defie their Pow'r, 
Then with a curſt malicious Joy ſurvey'd 
The very Altars, ſtain'd, with Trophies of the Dead. 
The reſt grown mad, and frantick with Deſpair, 
Urge their own Fate, and ſo prevent the Fear, 
Strange Madneſs, that, when Death purſu'd ſo faſt, 
T' anticipate the Blow with impious Haſte. 
No decent Honour to their Urns are paid, 
Nor cou'd the Graves receive the num' rous Dead; 
For, or they lay unbury'd on the Ground, 
Or unadorn'd a needy Fun'ral found : 
All Rey'rence paſt, the fainting Wietches fight 
For Fun' ral Piles which were another's Right. 
Unmourn'd they fall, for who ſurviv'd to mourn} 
And Sires, and Mothers unlamented burn: 
Parents, and Sens ſuſtain an equal Fate, 
And wand' ring Ghoſts their kindred Shadows meet, 
The Dead a larger Space of Ground require, 
Nor are the Trees fufficient for the Fire. 
Deſpairing under Grief's oppreſſive Weight, 
And ſunk by theſe tempeſtuous Blafts of Fate, 
O Fove, ſaid I, if common Fame ſays true, 
if er Ægina gave thoſe Joys to you, 
If &er you lay enclogd in her Embrace, 
Fond of her Charms, and eager to paſleſs; | 
O Father, if you do not yet diſclaim 
Paternal Care, nor yet diſown the Name; 
Grant my Petitions, and with Speed reſtore 
My subjects num'rous as they were before, 
Or make me Partner of the Fate they bore. 
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| ſpoke, ang glorious Lightning ſhone around, 
And ratling Thunder gave a proſp' rous Sound ;.. 
© let it be, and may theſe Omens prove 
A Pledge, ſaid I, of your returning Love. ; 
By chance a rev'\rend Oak was neat the Place, 
eacted to Fove, and of Dodona's Race, 
Where frugal Ants laid up their Winter Meat, 
Whoſe little Bodigs bear a mighty Weight : 
We ſaw them march along, and hide their Store, 
And much admir'd their Number, and their Pow'r 3 
admir'd at firſt, but after envy'd more. 


| Full of Amazement, thus to Fove I pray'd, - 


o grant, ſince thus my Subjects are decay d, 
As many Subjects to ſupply the Dead. 


1 pray'd, and ſtrange Convulſions mov'd the Oak, 


Which murmur'd, tho by ambient Winds unſhook: 
My weblog Hands, and ſtiff erected Hair, | 
Expreſt all Tokens of Uncommon Fearz 

Yet both the Earth and ſacred Oak I kiſt, 

And ſcarce cou'd hope, yet ſtill 1 hop'd the beſt; 
For Wretches, whatſoe'er the Fates divine, . 
Lxpound all Omens to their own Deſign, 
But now *twas Night, when ev'n Diſtraction wears 
A pleaſing Look, and Dreams beguile our Cares, 
Lo! the ſame Oak appears before my Eyes, 

Nor alter'd in its Shape, nor former Size; 

As many Ants the num' rous Branches bear, 

The ſame theix Labour, and their frugal Carez 

The Branches too a like Commotion found, 

And hook th' induſtriaus Creatures on the Ground, 
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Who, by degrees (what's ſcarce to be * 
A nobler Form, and larger Bulk receiv'd, 
And on the Earth walk'd an unuſual Pace, 
With manly Strides, and an erefted Face; 
Their num'rous Legs, and former Colour loſt, 
The Inſects cou'd a Human Figure boaſt, 

I wake, and waking find my Cares again, 
And to the unperforming Gods complain, 
And call their Promiſe, and Pretences vain, 
Yet in my Court I heard the murm'ring voice 
Of Strangers, and a mixt uncommon Noiſe: 
But 1 ſuſpected all was ſtill a Dream, 
Till Telemon to my Apartment came, | 
Op'ning the Door with an impetuous Haſte, 
O come, ſaid he, and ſee your Faith and Hopes ſurpaſt: 
I follow, and, confus'd with Wonder, view 
Thoſe Shapes which my preſaging Slumbers drew: 
I ſaw, and own'd, and call'd them Subjects; they 
Confeſt my Pow'r, ſubmiſſive to my Sway. 
To Fove, Reſtorer of my Race decay'd, 
My vous were firſt with due Oblations paid, 
1 then divide with an impartial Hand f 
My empty City, and my truin'd Land, 
To give the New born Youth an equal Share, 
And call them Myrmidons, from what they were. 
You ſaw their Perſons, and they ſtill retain 
The Thrift of Ants, tho? now transform'd to Men. 
A frugal People, and inur'd to Sweat, 
Lab'ring to gain, and keeping what they get. 
Theſe, equal both in Strength and Years, ſhall join 
Their willing Aid, and follow your Deſign, 
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nh the firſt Southern Gale that ſhall preſent 
ofill your Sails, and fayour your Intent. 


| Continue by Mr. TATE. 


With ſuch Diſcourſe they entertain the Day; 
the Ex ning paſt in Banquets, Sport, and Play: 
Then, having crown'd the Night with ſweet . 
Aura (with the Wind at Eaſt) aroſe. 
Now Palla“ Sons to Cephalus reſort, 
And Cephalus with Pallas Sons to Court, 
To the King's Levee; him Sleep's filken Chain, 
And pleaſing Dreams, beyond his Hour detain 
jut then the Princes of the Blood, in State, 
Exe, and meet em at the Palace Gate. 
The Story of CEPHALUS, 4nd PROCRIS. 
To tb inmoſt Courts the Grecian Youths were led, 
And plac'd by Phocus on a Tyrian Bed; 
Who, ſoon obſerving Cephalus to hold 
A Dart of unknown Wood, but arm'd 1 Gol i; 
None better loves (ſaid he) the Huntſman's Sport, 
or does more often to the Woods reſort ; _ 
Yet I that Jav'lin's Stem with Wonder view, 
Too brown for Box, too ſmooth a Grain for Yew, 
I cannot gueſs the Tree; but never Art | 
Did form, or Eyes behold ſo fair a Dart! 


The Gueſt then interrupts him Twou d produce 4 
Still greater Wonder, if you knew its Uſe, 


What thoſe Expreflions of the Goddeſs meant, 
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It never fails to ſtrike the Game, and then 
Comes bloody back into your Harid again. 
Then Phocus each particular deſires, 

And th' Author of the wond' rous Gift enquites 
To which the Owner thus, with weeping Eyes, 
And Sorrow for his Wife's ſad Fate, replies, 
This Weapon here (O Prince!) can you belieye 
This Dart the Caufe for which ſo much 1 grieve; 
And ſhall continue to grieve on, till Fate 
Afford ſuch wretched Life no longer Date. 
Would I this fatal Gift had ne'er enjoy'd, 

This fatal Gift my tender Wife deftroy'd : 
Procris her Name, ally'd in Charms and Blood 
To fair Oorythia courted by a God. 

Her Father ſeal'd my Hopes with Rites Divine, 
But firmer Love before had made her mine. 
Men call'd me bleſt, and bleſt I was indeed. 
The ſecond Month our Nuptials did ſucceed; 
When (as upon Hymettus* dewy Head, 

For Mountain Stags, my Net betimes I ſpread) 
Aurora ſpy'd, and raviſh'd me away, 

With Key*rence to the Goddeſs, 1 muſt ſay, 
Againſt my Will, for Procris had my Heart, 
Nor wou'd her Image from my Thoughts depart, . 
At laſt, in Rage Ihe cry'd, Ingrateful Boy 

Go to'your Procris, take your fatal Joy; 

And ſo diſmiſs' d me: Muſing, as I went, 


A thouſand jealous Fears poſſeſs me now, 
Left Procris had prophan'd her Nuptial Vow : 
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yer Touch and Charms did to my Fancy paint 
\ lewd Adultrefs, but her Life a Saint. 

jet I was abfent long, the Goddeſs too 

Taght me how far a Woman cou'd be true. 
Jurora's Treatment much Sulpicion bred; _ 
pelides; who truly love, ev'n Shadows dread. 
1firait impatient for the Tryal grew, 5 

what Oourthip back d with richeſt Gifts cou'd * 
Aurort's Envy aided * my Deſign, | | 
And lent me Features far unlike to mine. | 

In this Diſguiſe to my own Houſe I came, 

But all was chaſte, no conſcious Sign of Blame: 
With thouſand Arts I ſcarce Admittance found, 
And then beheld her weeping on the Ground _ 
For her loſt Husband; hardly 1 retain'd rm 
My Purpoſe, fcarce the wiſh*d Embrace refrain'd. _ 
How charming was her Grief! Then, Phocus, gueſs | 
What killing Beauties waired on her Dreſs, 
Her conſtant Anſwer, when my Suit I preſt, 
Forbear, my Lord's dear Image guards this Breaſt; 
Where-e'er he is, whatever Cauſe detains, ] 
Who-e'er has his, my Heart unmov'd remains. | i 
Whar greater Proofs of Truth than theſe cou d be? 
Yet 1 perfiſt, and urge my Deſtiny. iS 
At length, ſhe found. when my own Form return? ;” 
Her jealous Lover there, whoſe Loſs ſhe mourn'd. 
Enrag d with my Suſpicion, ſwift as Wind, 

She fled at one from me and all Mankind; 
And ſo became, her Purpoſe to retain, 

A Nymph, and Hunrrefs in Dns s Tram: 
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| Forſaken thus, 1 I found my Flames. encreaſe, 
1 own'd my Folly, and 1 ſu'd for Peace, 

It was a Fault, but not of Guilt, to move, 
such Puniſhment, a Fault of too much Love. 
Thus 1 retriev'd her to my longing Arms, 
And many bappy Days poſſeſs! d her Charms, 
But with herſelf ſhe kindly did confer, | 
What Gifts the Goddeſs had, beſtow'd on her; 
The fleeteſt Grey-hound, with this lovely Dart, 


And 1 of both have Wonders to impart. Th 
Near Thebes a Savage Beaſt, of Race unknown, 4 
Laid waſte the Field, and bore the Vineyards down; 


The Swains fled from him, and with one-Conſent 
Our Grecian Youth to chaſe the Monſter went; 
More ſwift than Light'ning he the Toils ſurpaſt, 
And in his Courſe Spears, Men, and Trees o*er-caft, 
We lipt our Dogs, and laſt my Lelaps too, 
When none of all the mortal Race wou'd do; 
He long before was ſtruggling from my Hands, 
And, e're we cou'd unlooſe him, broke his Bands, 
That Minute where he was, we cou'd not find, 
And only ſaw the Duſt he left behind. 
1 climb'd a neighb'ring Hill to view the Chaſe, 
While in the Plain they held an equal Race; 
The Savage now ſeems caught, and now by Force 
To quit himſelf, nor holds the ſame ſtrait Courſe; 
But running counter, from the Foe withdraws, 
And with ſhort. Turning cheats his gaping Jaws: 
Which he retrieves, and till fo cloſely preſt, 
You'd fear at ev'ry Stretch he were poſſeſs'd; 
* | N Tet 


Bok VII. Ov1D's Metamorphoſes, 49 
let for the Gripe his Fangs in vain prepare, 

The Game ſhoots from him, and he chops the Air, 
To caſt my Jay'lin then I took my Stand; 

zut as the Thongs were fitting to my Hand, 

while to the Valley I o'er-look'd the Wood, 

before my Eyes two Marble Statues ſtood 3 

That, as purſu'd, appearing at full Stretch, 

This barking after, and at point to catch: ' 


Some God their Courſe did with this Wonder grace, 


That neither might be conquer'd in the Chaſe. 

A ſudden Silence here his Tongue ſuppreſt, 

He here ops ſhort, and fain wou'd wave the reſt. 
The eager Prince then urg'd him to impart, 

The Fortune that attended on the Dart. 

Firſt then (ſaid he) paſt Joys' let me relate, 

For Bliſs. was the Foundation of my Fate. 

No Language can thoſe happy Hours expreſs, 

Did from our Nuptials me, and Procris bleſs: 

The kindeſt Pair! What more cou'd Heav'n confer? 

For ſhe was all to me, and I to her. 


4 


Had Fove made Love, great Fove had SY deſpis'd; 


And I my Procris more than Venus priz d: 
Thus while no other Joy we did aſpire,” 
We grew at laſt one Soul, and one Deſire. 
Forth ts the Woods I went at Break of Day, 
(The conſtant Practice of my Youth) for Prey: 
Nor yet for Servant, Horſe, or Dog did call, 
I found this ſingle Dart to ſerve for al. 
With Slaughter. tir'd, 1 ſought the cooler Shade, 


And Winds that from the Mountains pierc d the Glade: 
Vol, II. . C 
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Come, gentle Air, (ſo was I wont to ſay) 

Come, gentle Air, ſweet Aura come away: 

This always was the Burden of my Song, 

Come ſwage my Flames, ſweet Aura come along 

Thou always art moſt welcome to my Breaſt; 

I faint ; approach, thou deareſt; kindeſt Gueſt ! 

Theſe Blandiſhments, and more than theſe, Lu, 
(By Fate to unſuſpected Ruin 'led) 

Thou art my Joy, for thy deat ſake I love 

Each deſart Hill, and ſolitary Grove 

When (faint with Labour) I Refreſhment need, 

For Cardials on thy fragrant Breath I feed. 

At laſt a wand'ring Swain in hearing came, 

And cheated with the, Sound of Anra's Name, 

He thought 1 had ſome Aſſignation made; 
And to my Procris* Ear the News convey'd. 

Great Love is ſooneſt with Suſpicion fir'd : 

She ſwoon'd, and with the Tale almoſt expir'd. 

Ah! wretched Heart, (ine cry'd) ah! faithleſs Man! 

And then to curſe th' imagin'd Nymph began: 

Let oft ſhe doubts, oft hopes the is deceiv'd, 

And chides herſelf, that ever the beliey'd 

Her Lord to ſuch Injuſtice cou'd proceed, 

Till me her ſelf were Witneſs of the Deed. 

Next Morn Ito the Woods again repair, 

And, weary with the Chaſe, invoke the Air; 

Approach, dear Aura, and my Boſom chear: 

At which a moucaful Sound did ſtrike my Ears 

Yet I proceeded, till the Thicket by, 

With ruſtling Noiſe and Motion, drew my Eye: 
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I thought ſome Beaſt of Prey was ſhelecr'd there, 
and to the Covert threw my certain Spear; 


rom whence. a tender Sigh mx Soul did wo 


4k me! it cty'd, and did like Procrit ſound. 
puer was there, to well the Voice I knew, 


und to the Place wich haadlong Horror len ; 


Where 1 beheld her gaſping on the Ground, 
1n yain attempting from the deadly Wound 


| To draw the Dart, her Love's dear fatal Gift! 


My guilty Arms had ſcarce the Strength to life 

The beauteous Load; my Silks, and Hair I tore 

{lf poſſible) to ſtanch the preſſing Cote; 

For Pity beg'd her keep her flitting Breath, 

And not to leaye me guilty of her Death, 

While I intreat the fainted faſt away, | 

And theſe few Words had only Strength to ſay; 

By all the ſacred Bonds of plighted Love, 

By all your Rey'rence to the Powirs above, 

By all that made me charming onee appear, 

By all the Truth for which you held me dear, : 

And laſt by Love, the Cauſe through which I bleed, 

Let Aura never to my Bed ſuceced. 

| then perceiy d tlie Error of our Fate. 

And told it her, but found and told too late! 

| felt her lower to my Boſom fal, 

And while her Eyes had any Sight at all, 

On mine ſhe fix d them; in her Pangs ſtill preſt 

My Hand, and ſigh'd hex Soul into my Breaſt; 

let, being undeceiv'd, reſign'd her Breath 

Mcthought more chearfully, and {mil'd i in Death. 
C2 


Book VII. 


Heroe told 
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' 5 


* 


With ſuch Concern the weeping 


that none who heard h 
From melting into ſympathizing Tears, 


Till Aacus with his two- Sons appears; 


im cou'd with-hold 


1 
* 


This Tale: 


whom he commits, with their new-levy'd Bands, 
To Fortune's, and ſo brave à Gen ral's Hands. 


* 
* 


Tube End of the Seventh Book, | 
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The 1 of Nis os and SerLLA. 


- By My, CRoxALL, 


Jow ſhone the Morning Star! in batte 

Y Army, 

To vanquith. Night, and uber in the 
Day: 


mamoaiſt Clouds ariſe, 
That blot with Shades the Blue MetidianF$kies. 
cepbalus feels with Joy the kindly Gales, 
His new Allies unfurl the ſwelling Sails ; 
C 4 


— 


rbe Wind veers  Southward, and. 
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steady their Courſe, they cleave the yielding Main, 
nd, with a Wiſh, th' intended Harbour gain. | 
Mean while King Minos, on the Attick Strand, 
| Diſplays his martial Skill, and waſtes the Lang, 
His Army lies encampt upon the Plains, 
Before Alcathoe's Walls, where Niſus reigns ; 
On whoſe grey Head a Lock of Purple Hue, 
The Strength, and Fortune of, his Kingdom, grew. 
Six Moons were gone, and paſt, when ſtill from fir 
Victoria hover'd o'er the doubtful War. 
So long, to both inclin'd, th' impartial Maid 
: OE *em both her equal Wings diſplay'd. 
- High on the Walls, by Phæbus vocal made, 
A Turret of the Palace rais'd its Head; 
And where the God his. tuneful Harp reſign' d, 
The Sound within the Stones ſtill lay enſhtin d. 
Hithex the Daughter of the Purple King 
Aſcended oft, to hear its Muſick ring; 
And, ſtriking with a Pebble, wou'd releaſe 
Th' enchanted Notes, in Times of happy peace. 
But now, from thence, the curious Maid beheld 
Rough Feats of Arms, and Combats of the Field: 
And, ſince the Siege was long, had learnt the Name 
Of ev'ry Chief, his Character, and Fame; 
Their Arms, their Horſe, and Quiver ſhe deſery'd, 
Nor cou'd the Dreſs of War the Warriour hide. 
Europa's Son ſhe knew above the Reſt, 
And mote, than well became a Virgin Breaſt: 
In vain the creſted Morion veils his Face, 
She thinks it adds a more peculiar Grace: 
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His ample Shield, emboſt with burniſh'd Gold,. 


© 


grill makes the Bearer lovelier to behold: 
When the tough Jav'lin, with a Whitl, he ſends, - 
nis Strength, and Skill the fighing Maid commends; 
or, when he ſtrains to draw the circling Bows, 
And his fine Limbs a manly Poſture ſhow, | 
Compar'd with Phebs, he performs ſo rr 

Let her be Judge, and Minos ſhall excell. 

But when the Helm, put off, diſplay'd to sight, | 
And ſet his Features in an open Light; 
When, vaulting to his Seat, his Steed he preſt, 
Capariſon'd in Gold, and richly dreſt; 

Himſelf in Scarlet ſumptuouſly array'd, 

New Paſfions riſe, and fire the frantick Maid. 
0 happy Spear! the cries, that feels his Touch; 
Nay, ev'n the Reins he holds are bleſt too much. 
Oh! were it lawful, ſhe cou'd wing her Way 

Tho! the ſtern hoſtile Troops without Diſmay 3 _ 
Or throw her Body to the diſtant Ground, 

And in the Cretans happy Camp be found. 
Wou'd Minos but deſire it! ſhe'd expoſe + 

Her native Country to her Country's Foes; - 
Unbar the Gates, the Town with Flames infeſt, 
Or any thing that Minos ſhou'd requeſt, - 8 

And, as the fate, and pleas' d her heaxics Sight, 
Viewing the King's Pavilion veil'd with White, 
Shou'd Joy, or Grief, ſhe ſaid, poſleſs my Breaſt, 


To ſee my Country by a War oppreſt? 


I'm in Suſpenſe ! For, tho? *tis Grief to know 


I love a Man that is declar'd my Foe; 


Cs 
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Yet, in my own Deſpite, I muſt approve 

That lucky War, which brought the Man 1 love, 

Yet, were I tender'd as a Pledge of Peace, 

The Cruelties of War might quickly ceaſe. 

Oh! with what Joy I'd wear the Chains he gave! 

A patient Hoſtage, and a willing Slave. 

Thou lovely Object! if the Nymph that bare 

Thuy charming Perſon, were but half ſo fait; 

Well might a God her Virgin Bloom deſire, 

And with a Rape indulge his amorous Fire. 

Oh ! had I Wings to glide along the Air, 

To his dear Tent I'd fly, and ſettle there: 
There tell my Quality, confeſs my Flame, 

And grant him any Dowry that he'd name, 

All, all Pd give; only my native Land, 

My deareſt Country, ſhou'd excepted ſtand. 

For, periſh Love, and all expe&ed Joys, 

E're, with ſo baſe a Thought, my Soul complies, 

Let, oft the Vanquiſh'd ſome Advantage find, 

When conquer'd by a noble, gen'rous Mind. 

Brave Minos juſtly has the War begun, 

Fir'd with Reſentment for his murder'd Son: 

The righteous Gods a righteous Cauſe regard, 

And will, with Victory, his Arms reward: 

We muſt be conquer d; and the Captive's Fate 

Will ſurely ſeize us, tho' it ſeire us late. 

Why then ſhou'd Love be idle, and negle& 

What Mars, by Arms and Perils, vill effect? 

Oh ! Prince, 1 dye, with anxious Fear oppreſt, 

Leſt ſome raſh Hand ſhou'd wound my Charmer's 

Breaſt; 


Book VIII. Oy 1's Merdmorphoſes. 59 


for, if they ſaw, no barb'rous Mind cou'd dare 


Againſt that lovely Form to raiſe a Spear. 
But 'm reſolv'd, and fix'd in this Decree, 

My Father's Country ſhall my Dowry be. - 

Thus 1 prevent the Loſs of Life and Blood, 

And, in Effect, the Action muſt be good. 

Vain Reſolution ! for, at ev'ry Gate 

The truſty Centinels, ſucceſſive, wait: 


The Keys my Father keeps; ah! there's my Grief; | 


'Tis he obſtructs all Hopes of my Relief. 

Gods! that this hated Light 1'd never ſeen! 

Or, all my Life, without a Father been ! 

But Gods we all may be; for thoſe that dare, 
Are Gods, and Fortune's chiefeſt Fayours ſhare, 
The ruling Pow'rs a lazy Pray'r deteſt, | 
The bold Adventurer ſucceeds the beſt. 

What other Maid, infpir'd with ſuch a Flame, 
But wou'd take Courage, and abandon shame? 
But wou'd, tho? Ruin ſhon'd enſue, remove 
Whate er oppos'd, and clear the Way to Love? 
This, ſhall another's feeble Paſſion dare? 


While I fit tame, and languiſh in Deſpaix: 


No; for tho” Fire and Sword before me lay; 


| Impatient Love thro' beth mou d force it's Way. | 


Yet I have no ſuch Enemies to fear, 
My ſole Obſtruction is my Father's Hair; 
Nis Purple Lock my fanguine Hope deſtroys, 
And clouds the Profpe& of my riling Joys. 
Whilſt thus the ſpoke. amid the thick' ning Air 
Night ſuperrenes, the greateſt Nurſe. of Care: 
ns ©# Þ 
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And, as the Goddeſs ſpreads her ſable Wings, 
The Virgin's Fears decay, and Courage ſprings, 
The Hour was come, when Man's o'er-labour'd Brea 
Surceas'd its Care, by downy Sleep poſſeſt: 

All things now huſh'd, Scylla with filent Tread 
Urg'd her Approach to N:/us? Royal Bed: 


There, of the fatal Lock (accurſed Theft!) 


She her unwitting Father's Head bereft. 


In ſafe Poſſeſſion of her impious Prey, 


Out at a Poſtern Gate ſhe takes her Way. 

Embolden'd, by the Merit of the Deed, 

She traverſes the adverſe Camp with Speed, 

Till Minos“ Tent the reach'd : The righteous King 

she thus beſpoke, who ſhiver'd at the thing. 
Behold th' Effect of Love's reſiſtleſs Sway! 

I, Ni u, Royal Seed, to thee betray 

My Country, and my Gods. For this ſtrange Task, 

Minos, no other Boon but Thee I ask. 

This Purple Lock, a Pledge of Love, receive; 

No worthleſs Preſent, ſince in it 1 give 

My Father's Head. -- Mov'd at a Crime ſo new, 

And with Abhorrence fill'd, back Minos drew, 

Nor touch'd th' unhallow'd Gift; but thus exclaim'd, 


(With Mein indignant, and with Eyes inflam'd) 


Perdition ſeize thee, thou, thy Kind's Diſgrace ! 


May thy devoted Carcaſs find no Place 


In Earth, or Air, or Sea, by all out-caſt! 
Shall Minos, with ſo foul a Monſter, blaſt 


His Cretan World, where cradled Fove was nurſt ? 


Forbid it Heay'n ! ---» away, thou moſt accurſi! 
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And now Alcathoe, its Lord exchang'd, 
was under Minos Domination rang'd. 
while the moſt equal King his Care applies 
To curb the Conquer d, and new Laus deviſe, 
The Fleet, by his Command, with hoiſted Sails, 
And ready Oars, invites the murm'ring Gales. 

At length the Cretan Hero Anchor weigh'd, 
Repaying, with Neglect, th' abandon'd Maid. 
Deaf to her Ciies, he furrows up the Main: 
In vain ſhe prays, ſollicits him in vain. 

And now ſhe furious grows; in wild Deſpair 
the wrings her Hands, and throws aloft her Hair, 
Where tun'ſt thou? (thus ſhe vents. her deep Diſtreſs) 
| Why fhun'ſt thou her that crown'd thee with Succeſs ? 
| Her, whoſe fond Love to thee cou'd ſacrifice - 
Her Country, and her Parent, ſacred Ties! 
Can nor my Love, nor proffer'd Preſents find 
A Paſſage to thy Heart, and make thee kind? 
can nothing move thy Pity? O Ingrate, 

Can'ſt thou behold my loſt, forlorn Eſtate, 

And not be ſoften d? Can'ſt thou throw off One 
Who has no Refuge left but Thee alone? 

Where mall 1 ſeek for Comfort? whither fly? 
My native Country does in Aſhes lye: 

Or were't not ſo, my Treaſon bars me there, 
And bids we wander. Shall 1 next repair 

| To a wrong'd Father, by my. Guilt undone 2— 
Me all Mankind deſervedly will nun. 

I, out of all the World, my ſelf have thrown, 
To purchaſe an Acceſs to crete alone; 


* 
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Which, ſince refus'd, ungen rous Man, give o'e; 
To boaſt thy Race; Europa never bore 

A thing ſo ſavage. Thee ſome Tygreſs bred, 
On the bleak Syrt's inhoſpitable Bead; 

Or where cbarybdis pours its rapid Tide 
Tempeſtuous. Thou art not to Fove ally d; 
Nor did the King of Gods thy Mother meet 
Beneath a Bull's forg'd Shape, and bear to Crete, 
That Fable of thy glorious Birth is feign'd; 
Some wild outrageous Bull thy Dam ſuſtain' d. 
© Father Niſus, now my Death behold ; 

Exult, O- City, by my Baſeneſs ſold: 

Minos, obdurate, has aveng'd ye all; 

But *twere more juſt by thoſe 1 wrong'd to fall: 
For why ſhou*dft thou, who only didſt ſubdue 
By my offending, my Offence purſue ? 

Well art thou matcht to one whoſe am'rous Flame 
Too fiercely rag'd, for Human kind to tame; 
One who, within a wooden Heifer thruſt, 
Courted a low'ring Bull's miſtaken Luſt ; 

And, from whoſe Monſter-teeming Womb, the Eanh 
Receiv'd, what much it mourn'd, a bi- form Birth. 
But what avail my Plaints? the whiſtling Wind, 
Which bears him far away, leaves them behind, 
Well weigh'd Paſ/pha?, when ſhe prefer d 

A Zull to thee, more brutim than the Herd. 

But ah ! Time preffes, and the labour d Oars 


To Diſtance drive the Fleet, and loſe the leſs ning 


Shores. 
Think not, ungrateful Man, the liquid Way 
And chreat' ning Billows mall inforce my Stay. 
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Ill follow thee in Spite: My Arms I'll throw | 
Around thy Oars, or graſp thy crooked Prow, 

And drag thro' drenching Seas. Her eager Tongue 
Had hardly clos'd the Speech, when forth the ſprung 
And prov'd the Deep. Cupid with added Force 
Recruits each Nerve, and aids her wat'ry Courſe. 
Soon ſhe the Ship attains, unwelcome Gueſt ; 

And, as with cloſe Embrace its Sides ffie preſt, 

A Hawk from upper Air came pouring down: 
6 Twas Niſus cleft the Sky with Wings new grown.) 
At Scylla's Head his horny Bill he aims; 
che, fearful of the Blow, the Ship diſclaims, 
Quitting her Hold: And yet the fell not far, 
But wondring, finds her ſelf ſuſtain*d in Air. 
Chang'd to a Lark, ſhe mottled Pinions ſhook, | 
And, from the ravith*d Lock, the Name of Cris took. 


The Labyrinth, 


Now Minos, landed on the Cretan Shore, 
Performs his Vows to Fowr's protecting Pow'r 3 
A hundred Bullocks, -of the largeft Breed, 
With Flowrets cxown'd, before his Altar bleed: 
While Trophies of the VYanquiſh'd, brought from far 
Adorn the Palace with the Spails of War. 
Mean while the Monſter of a Human-Beaft, 
His Family's Keproach, and Stain, increas'd. 
His double Kind the Rumour ſwiftly ſpread, 
And evidenc'd the Mother's beaftly Deed. 


— 
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When Minos, willing to conceal the Shame 
That ſprung from the Reports of tatling Fame, 
'Reſolves a dark Incloſure to provide, 

And, far from Sight, the two-form*d Creature hide. 
Great Daedalus of Athens was the Man 

That made the Draught, and form'd the wondrous 
Where Rooms within themſelves encircled lye, (Plan; 
With various Windings, to deceive the Eye. 

As ſoft Mzander's wanton Current plays, | 
When thro' the Phrygian Fields it looſely firays;' 
Backward, and forward rouls the dimpl'd Tide, 
Seeming, at once, two different Ways to glide: 
While circling Streams their former Banks ſurvey, 
And Waters paſt ſucceeding Waters ſee: | 
Now floating to the Sea with downward Coutfe, 


Now pointing upward to its ancient Source. 0 
Such was the Work, ſo intricate the Place, 1 
That ſcarce the Workman all its Turns couꝰ d trace; : 
And Dadalus was puzzled how to find 
The ſecret Ways of what himſelf deſign'd. = 


Theſe private Walls the Minotaure include, 
Who twice was glutted with Athenian Blood: 
But the third Tribute more ſucceſsful prov'd, 
Slew the foul Monſter, and the Plague remov'd. 
When Theſess, aided by the Virgin's Art, | 
Had trac'd the guiding Thread thro* ev'ry Part, 
He took the gentle Maid, that ſet him free, 
And, bound for Dias, cut the briny Sea, 
There, quickly cloy'd, ungrateful, and unkind, 
Left his fair Conſort in the Iſle behind, 


geſolves, for this, the dear engaging Dame 
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hom Bacchus ſaw, and ſtraining in his Arms + 


yer rid*d Bloom, and violated Charms, 
gyou'd ſhine for ever in the Rolls of Fame; 
And bids her Crown among the Stars be plac'd, 
wich an eternal Conſtellation grac'd. 

The golden Circlet mounts; and, as it flies, 

Its Diamonds twinkle in the diſtant Skies ; 

There, in their priſtin Form, the gemmy Rays. 
Between Alcides, and the Dragon blaze. 


The Story of D&DALUS, and ICARUS. 


In tedious Exile now too long detain'd, 
Dadalus languiſh'd for his native Land: 
The Sea foteclos' d his Flight; yet thus he (aid 
Tho! Earth and Water in Subje&ion laid, 
O ctuel Minos, thy Dominion be, 


We'll go thro? Air; for ſure the Air is free. 


Then to new Arts his cunning Thought applies, 
And to improve the Work of Nature tries. 


A Row of Quills. in gradual Order plac'd, 


Riſe by Degrees in Length from firſt to laſt 3. 

As on a Cliff th* aſcending Thicket grows, 

Or, different Reeds, the rural Pipe compoſe. 
Along the Middle runs a Twine of Flax, 
The Bottom Stems are joyn'd by pliant Wax. 
Thus, well compact, a hollow Bending brings. 
The fine Compoſure into real Wings. 


The floating Feathers, which the moving Ait 
Bore looſely from the Ground, and wafted here wa 


And with his childiſh Tricks the great Deſign delay d 


Then thus inſtructs his Child; My Boy, take Can 
To wing your Courſe along the middle Air; 
If low, the Surges wet your flagging Plumes, 
If high, the Sun the melting Wax conſumes : 


Rules for the Flight, and mark the pathleſs Way, 
And mounting upward, as he wings his Flight, 
Back on his Charge he turns his aking Sight; 


Reminds the Stripling to perform his Part. 


His Boy, young Icarus, that near him ſtood, 


oy 
Unthinking of his Fate, with Smiles purſu'd 


Or with the Wax impertinently play'd, (ther, 


The final Maſter-ſtroke at laſt impos'd, 
And now, the neat Machine compleatly clos'd; 
Fitting his Pinions, on a Flight he tries, 
And hung ſclf-ballanc'd in the beaten Skies, 


Steer between both: Nor to the Northern Skies, 
Nor South Orion turn your giddy Eyes; 
But follow me: Let me before you lay 


Then teaching, with a fond Concern, his Son, 
He took the untry'd Wings, and fix'd em on; 
But fix d with. trembling Hands; and, as he ſpeaks, 
The Tears roul gently down his aged Cheeks. 
Then kiſs'd, and in his Arms embrac'd him faſt, 
But knew not this Embrace muſt be the laſt. 


As Parent Birds, when firſt their callow. Care 
Leave the high Neft to tempt the liquid Air. 
Then chears him on, and oft, with fatal Art, 
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Theſe, as the Angler at the ſilent Brook, 
or Mountain - Shepherd leaning on his Crook, 
or gaping Flowman from the Vale deſcries, 
They ſtare, and view em with religious Eyes, 
And ſtrait conclude em Gods; ſince none, but they, 
Thro* their own azure Skies cou'd find a Way, 
| Now Delos, Paros on the Left are ſeen, - 
And Samos, favour'd by Fove's haughty Queen; 
Upon the Right, the Iſle Lebynthos nam * 

And fair Catymuò for its Honey fam' d. ; 
When now the Boy, whoſe childiſh Thoughts aſpire 
To loftier Aims, and make him ramble bigh'r, 
Grown wild, and wanton, more embolden'd flies 
Far from his Guide, and ſoars among the Skies. 
The ſoft ning Wax, that felt a nearer Sun, | 
Diſſoly'd apace, and ſoon began to run. 
The Youth in vain his melting Pinions ſhakes, 

His Feathers gone, no longer Air he takes: 

Oh! Father, Father, as he ſtrove to cry, 
| Down to the Sea he tumbled from on high, 

And found his Fate; yet ſtill ſubſiſts by Fame, 
Among thoſe Waters that retain his Name. 

The Father, now no more a Father, cries, 
Ho Icaras ! where are you? as he flies; 
Where ſhall 1 ſeek my Boy? he cries again, 
And ſaw his Feathers ſcatter d on the Main. 
Then curs' d his Art; and)fun'ral Rites confer'd, 
Naming the Country from the Youth interr'd. 

A Partridge, from a neighb'ring Stump, beheld = 
The Site his monumental Marble build; 
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Who, with peculiar Call, and flutt'ring Wing, 
Chirpt joyful, and malicious ſeem'd to ſing: 
The only Bird of all its Kind, and late 


| On fa 
 Transform'd in Pity to a feather'd State: Whet 
From whence, O Dædalus, thy Guilt we date. Was, 


His Siſter's Son, when now twelve Years were pak, 
Was, with his Uncle, as a Scholar plac'd; 

The unſuſpetting Mother ſaw his Parts, 

And Genius fitted for the fineſt Arts. 

This ſoon appear'd; for when the ſpiny Bone 

In Fiſhes Backs was by the Stripling known, 

A rare Invention thence he learnt to draw, 


1 

Fil'd Teeth in Ir'n, and made the grating Saw, Hs 

He was the firſt, that from a Knob of Braſs 71 

Made two ſtrait Arms with widening Stretch to paſi; in 
That, while one ſtood upon the Center's Place, 

The other round it drew a circling Space q 


Dadalus envy'd this, and from the Top 

Of fair Minerva's Temple let him drop; 

Feigning that, as he lean'd upon the Tow'r, 

Careleſs he ſtoop'd too much, and tumbled o'er, 
The Goddeſs, who th' Ingenious ſtill befriends, 
On this Occaſion her Aſſiſtance lends; 

His Arms with Feathets, as he fell, the veils, 
And in the Air. a new- made Bird he ſails. 

The Quickneſs of his Genius, once ſo fleet, 
Still in his Wings remains, and in his Feet? 
Still, tho' transform'd, his-ancieur- Name he keeps, 

And with low Flight the new-ſhorn Stubble ſweeps 

Declines the lofty Trees, and thinks it beſt 

To brood. in Hedge rows o'er it's humble Neſt; 


; 


II 


S 
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And, in Remembrance of the former 111, | 
avoids the Heights, and Precipices ſtill. 

At length, fatigu'd with long laborious Flights, 
on fair Sicilia's Plains the Artiſt lights; 
Where Cocalus the King, that gave him Aid, 

Was, for his Kindneſs, with Eſteem repaid. 

Athens no-more her doleful Tribute ſent, | 

That Hardfhip gallant Theſeus did prevent; 3 

Their Temples hung with Garlands, they adore 
Each friendly God, but moſt Minerva's Pow'r: 
To her, to Fove, to All, their Altars ſmoak, 

They each{with Victims, and Perfumes invoke. 
No talking Fame, thro* every Grecian Town, 


Had ſpread, immortal Theſeus, thy Renown. 


From him, the neighb'ring Nations in Diſtreſs, 
In ſuppliant Terms implore a kind Redreſs. 


The Story of MELEAGAR, and ATALANTA. 
By Mr. D RYD E N. | 


From him, the Wee ſought Relief; $ 
Though valiant Meleagrus was their Chief, 
The Cauſe, a Boar, who ravag'd far and near: 
of Cynthia's Wrath, th' avenging Miniſter, 
For Oeneus with Autumnal Plenty bleſs'd, 

By Gifts to Heav'n his Gratitude expreſs d: 
Cull'd Sheafs, to Ceres; to Lyaus, Wine; wh. 
To Pan, and Pales, offer d Sheep and Kine; 5 
And Fat of Olives, to Minerva s Shrine. 
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Beginning from the Rural Gods, his Hand 
Was lib' ral to the Pow'rs of high Command: 
Each Deity in ev'ry Kind was bleſs'd, 
Till at Diana s Fane th' invidious Honour . 
Wrath touches ev'n. the Gods; the Queen of Ni 
Fir'd with Diſdain, and jealous of her Right, 
Unhonour'd though 1 am, at leaſt, ſaid the, 
Not unreveng'd that impious Act ſhall be. 


Swift as the Word, ſhe ſped the Boar away, The 
With Charge on thoſe devoted Fields to prey. Wh 
No larger Bulls th' «£gyptian Paſtures feed, The 
And none ſo large Sicilian Meadows beeed: Af 
His Eye-balls glare with Fire ſuffus d with Blood; Th 
His Neck ſhoots up à thick · ſet thorny Wood; u 
His briſtled Back a Trench impal'd appears, Ly 
And ſtands erected, like a Fieldof spears; Le 
' Froth fills his Chaps, he ſends a grunting Sound, A 


And part he churns, and part befoams the Ground, Ec 

For Tusks with Indian Elephants he ſtrove, A 

And Fove's own Thunder from his Mouth he drove. LD 
He burns the Leaves; the ſcorching Blaſt invades y 
The tender Corn, and ſhrivels up the Blades: L 

Or ſuff ring not their yellow Beards to rear, } 
He tramples down the Spikes, and intercepts the Year, } 

In vain the Barns expect their-promis'd Load, 

Nor Barns at home, nor Recks are heap'd abroad: a 
In vain the Hinds the Threſhing- Floor prepare, 

And exerciſe their Flails in empty Air. 

With Oliyes ever-green the Ground is ſtrow'd, 

And Grapes ungather'd ſhed their gen tous Blood. 
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nid the Fold he rages, not the Sheep 

their Shepherds, nor the Grooms their Bulls can keep. 
Fom Fields to Walls the frighted Rabble - Tun, 
Not think themſelyes ſecure within the Town: 

ill Meleagros, and his choſen Crew, 

Contemn the Danger, and the Praiſe purſue. 

Fair Leda s Twins (in time to Stars decreed) 

One fought on Foot, one curb'd the fiery Steed; 
Then ifſu'd forth fam'd Jaſen after theſe, 

Who mann'd the foremoſt Ship that fail'd the Seas; 
Then Theſeus join'd with bold Perithons came; 

A ſingle Concord in a double Name: | 

The Theſtian Sons, Ida: who ſwiftly ran, 

And ceneus, once a Woman, now a Man. 

Huceus, with Eagle*s Eyes, and Lion's Heart; 
lacippus, witk his neuer- erring Part; e 
Acaſtus, Phileus, 'Phanix, Telamon, 

Echion, Lelix, and Ewurytion, 8 
Achilles? Father, and great Phecas Son; 

| Dryas the Fierce, and Hippaſus the Strong; 

With twice old Ielas, and Neſtor then but young. 
Luertes ative, and Ancaus bold; | 
Mopſus the Sage, who future things foretold; b 
And t'other Seer, yet by his Wife * unſold. 

A thouſand others of immortal Fame; 

Among the reſt, fair Atalanta came, 

Grace of the Woods: A Diamond Buckle bound 
Her Veſt behind, that elſe had flow'd: upon the 
Ground, | 


Amphiar us. 
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And ſhew'd her buskin'd Legs; her Head was bare, The K 
But for her native Ornament of Hair; and 4 
Which in a ſimple Knot was ty'd above, Fre 
Sweet Negligence: unheeded- Bait of Love! like 
Her ſounding Quiver, on her Shoulder ty'd, Feats 


One Hand a Dart, and one a Bow ſupply'd. 

Such was her Face, as in a Nymph diſplay'd rhe 

A fair fierce Boy, or in a Boy betray d 5 chou 
The bluſhing Beauties of a modeſt Maid. al 
The Caledonian Chief at once the Dame Wit 
Beheld, at once his Heart receiv'd the Flame, 

With Heav'ns averſe. © happy Youth, he cry'd; 

For whom thy Fates zeſerve ſo fair a Bride! 

He ſigh'd, and had no Leiſure more to ſay; 


Thi 


=] 
= 


His Honour call'd his Eyes another way, 
And fore d him to purſue the now neglected prey. 
There ſtood a Foreſt on a Mountain's Brow, 
Which over-look d the ſhaded Plains below. 
No ſounding Ax preſum'd thoſe Trees to bite; 
Coeval with the World, a venerable Sight. 
The Heroes there artiv'd, ſome ſpread around 
The Toils; ſome ſearch the Footſteps on the. 
Ground: 
Some from the Chains the faithful Dogs unbound- 
Of Action eager, and intent in Thought, 
The Chiefs their honourable Danger ſought: 
A valley ſtood below; the common Drain 
Of Waters from above, and falling Rain: 
The Bottom was a moiſt, and marſhy Ground, 
Whoſe Edges were with bending Oziers crown'd . 
| * 


n 


l. 


te, 


* 
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The knotty Bulruſ next in order ftood, | 
aud all within of Reeds a trembling Wood. 

rom hence the Boar was rous'd, and ſprung amain, 
like Lightning ſudden, on the Warrior Train; | 
neats down the Trees before him, ſhakes the 

Ground, 95 

The Foreſt echoes to the exnckiling Sound; 
Shout the fierce Youth, and Clamours rin g around. 
All ſtood with their protended Spears prepar'd, 
with broad Steel Heads the brandiſh'd A 


glard. NESS 
The Beaſt impetuous with his Tusks aſide . 
Deals glancing Wounds; the fearful Dogs divide: 5 
All ſpend their Mouths aloof, but none abide. 


- Fehion threw the firſt; but miſs'd his Mark, 


And ſtuck his Boar-ſpear on a Maple's Bark. 
Then Faſon; and his Javelin ſeem'd to take, 


' But fail'd with Over-force, and whiz'd above his Back. 


Mopſus was next; but e' er he threw, addreſs'd 

To Phebss, thus: O Patron, help thy Prieſt - 

If 1 adore, and ever have ador'd 

Thy Pow'r Divine, thy preſent Aid afford 

That I may reach the Beaſt. The God allow'd 

Bis Pray'r, and ſmiling, gave him what he cou'd: 

He reach'd the Savage, but no Blood he drew, 

Dian unarm'd the Javelin, as it flew. | 
This chaf d the Boar, his Noſtrils Flames expire, 

And his red Eye-balls roul with living Fire. 

WhitPd from a Sling, or from an Engine thrown, | 


Amid the Foes, ſo flies a mighty — 
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As flew the Beaſt: The Leſt Wing put to Flight, 
The Chiefs o'er-born, he ruſhes on the Right, 
Empalamos, and Pelagon he laid 3 
In Duſt, and next to Death, but for their Fellows 4 
-Onefimus far d worſe, prepar'd to fly, 
The fatal Fang drove deep within his Thigh, 
And cut the Nerves: The Nerves no more ſuſtain 
The Balk; the Bulk unprop'd, falls headlong on the 
Neſtor had fail'd the Fall of Troy to ſee, Elin 
But leaning on his Lance, he vaulted on a Tree; 
Then gath'ring up his Feet, look'd down with Fe 
And thought his monſtrous Foe was ſtill too near, 
Againſt a Stump his Tusk the Monſter grinds, T 
And in the ſharpen'd Edge new Vigour finds; a 
Then, truſting to his Arms, young Othrys found, a 
And ranch'd his Hips with one continu'd Wound, 
Now Leda's Twins, the future Stars, appear; f 
White were their Habits, white their Horſes were: 
Conſpicuous both, and both in Act to throw, 
Their trembling Lances brandiſh'd at the Foe: 
Nor had they miſs'd; but he to Thickets fed, 
Conceal'd from aiming Spears, not pervious to the 
But Telamon ruſh'd in, and happ*dto meet [Steed 
A riſing Root, that held his faſtned Feet; 
So down he fetl, whom, ſprawling on the Ground, 
His Brother from the wooden Gyves unbound, 
Mean time the Virgin-Huntreſs was not flow 
T* expel the Shaft from her contracted Bow: 
Beneath his Ear the faſtned Arrow ſtood, 
And from the Wound appear'd the trickling Blood. 
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the bluſh'd for Joy: But Meleagros rais'd 

lis Voice with loud Applauſe, and the i Auber 

He was the firſt to ſee, and firſt to ſhow [prais'd, 

His Friends the Marks of the ſucceſsful Blow, 

Nor ſhall thy Valour want the Praiſes due, 

He ſaid; a virtuous Envy ſeiz'd the Crew. 

They ſhout 3, the Shouting animates their Hearts, 

And all at once employ their thronging Darts: 

But out of Order thrown, in Air they joyn, 

And Multitude makes fruſtrate the Deſign. 

With both his Hands the proud Ancau, takes, 

And flouriſhes his double biting Ax: 

Then, forward to his Fate, he took a Stride © 

Before the reſt, and to his Fellows exy*d, 

Give place, and mark the Diff*rence, if you can, 

Between a Woman Warrior, and a Man; 

The Boar is doom'd; nor though Diana lend 

Her Aid, D:ana can her Beaſt defend. 

Thus boaſted he; then ſtretch'd, on Tiptoe ſtood, 

Secure ro make his empry Promiſe good. 

But the more wary Beaſt prevents the Blow, 

And upward rips the Groin of his audacious Foe. 

Ancaus falls; his Bowels from the Wound 

Ruſh out, and clotted Blood diſtains the Ground. 
Ferithous, no ſmall Portion of the War, | 

Preſs'd on, and ſhook his Lance: To whom from far 

Thus Theſeus cry*dz O ſtay, my better Part, 

My more than Miſtreſs ; of my Heart, the Heart, 

The Strong may fight aloof ; Anceus try'd 

His Force too near, and by preſuming dy'd: 

e 
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He ſaid, and while he ſpake his Javelin threy, 
Hiſſing in Air th* unetring Weapon flew; 
But on an Arm of Oak, that ſtood betwixt 
The Marks-man and the Mark, his Lance he fx, 
once more bold Faſon threw, but failꝰd to wound 
The Boar, and ſlew an undeſerving Hound, 
And through the Dog the Dart was nail'd to 0 
Two Spears from Meleager's Hand were ſent, 
With equal Force, but various in th* Event: 
The firſt was fix d in Earth, the ſecond flood 
On the Boar's briſtled Back, and deeply drank his 
Blood. 
Now while the tortur'd 3 turns around, 
And flings about his Foam, impatient of the Wound, 
The Wound's great Author cloſe at Hand provoke 
His Rage, and plies him with redoubled Strokes; 
Wheels, as he wheels; and with his pointed Dart 
Explores the neareſt Paſſage to his Heart, 
Quick, and more quick he ſpins in giddy Gises, 
Then falls, and in much Foam his Soul expires. 
This Act with Shouts Heay'n-high the friendly Band 
Applaud, and ſtrain in theirs the ViRor's Hand. 
Then all approach the Slain with vaſt Surprize, 
Admire on what a Breadth of Earth he lies, 
And ſcarce ſecure, reach out their Spears afar, . 


Th 


wy >» Þ 


And blood their Points, to prove their Partnerſhip of 


War. 

But he, the conqu' ring Chief, his Foot impreſyd 
On the ſtrong Neck of that deſt ructive Beaſt; 
And gazing on the Nymph with ardent Eyes, 
Accept, ſaid he, fair Nonacrine, my Prize, 


Il. 


of 
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aud, though inferior, . ſuffer me to join 15 
My Labours, and my Part of Praiſe, with thine: 
It this preſents her with the Tusky Head 
aud Chine, with rifing Briſtles roughly ſpread. 
Glad, the receiv d the Gift; and ſeem'd to take 
wich double Pleaſure, for the Giver's ſake. 
The reſt were ſeiz d with ſullen Diſcontent,— 
And a deaf Murmur through the Squadron went: 
All envy” d; but the Theftyan Brethren ſhow'd 
The leaſt Reſpect, and thus they vent their Spleen 
aloud 8 
Lay down thoſe 333 spolls, nor think to ſhare, 
weak Woman as thou art, the Prize of War: 
Ours is the Title, thine a foreign Claim, 
Since Meleagrus from our Lineage came. 
Truſt not thy Beauty; but reſtore the Prize, 
Which he, beſotted on that Face, and Eyes, | 
Would rend from us: At this, enflam'd with Spite, 
From her they ſnatch the Gift, from him the Giver's. 
Right. 

But ſoon th* impatient Prince his Fauchion drew, 
And cry'd, Ye Robbers of another's Due, 
Now learn the Diff rence, at your proper Coſt, 
Betwixt true Valour, and an empty Boaſt, 5 
At this advanc'd, and ſudden as the Word, 
In proud Plexippus* Boſom plung d the Sword: 
Toxeus amaz'd, and with Amazement ſlow, 
Or to revenge, or ward the coming Blow, ; 
Stood doubting; and while doubting thus he ſtood, . 
Receiy'd the Steel bath'd in his Brother s Blood. 

| 'D3 
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Pleas'd with the firſt,” unknown the ſecond News; 
Althea to the Temples pays their Dues | 
For her Son's Conqueſt ; when at length appear 
Her griſly Brethren ftretch'd upon the Bier: 
Pale at the ſudden Sight, ſhe chang'd her Cheer, 0 
And with her Cheer her Robes; but hearing tell 
The Cauſe, the Manner, and by whom they fell, 
Twas Grief no more, or Grief and Rage were one 
Within ner Soul; at laſt *twas Rage alone; 
Which burning upwards in Succeſſion, dries 
The Tears, that ſtood conſid'ring}in her Eyes, 
There lay a Log unlighted on the Hearth, 
When ſhe was lab'ring in the Throws of Birth 
For th* unborn Chief; the fatal Siſters came, 
And rais'd it up, and toſs'd it on the Flame: | 
Then on the Rock a ſcanty Meaſure place 


Of vital Flax, and turn'd the Wheel apace; l 
And turning ſung, To this red Brand and thee, , 


O new-born Babe, we give an equal Deſtiny : , 
So vaniſh'd out of View. The frighted Dame - 
Sprung haſty from her Bed, and quench'd the Flame: N 
The Log, in ſectet lock'd, ſhe kept with Care, g 
And that, while thus preſery'd, preſery'd her Heir, 
This Brand ſhe now produc'd ; and firſt the ſtrows | 
The Hearth with Heaps of Chips, and after blows; 
Thrice heay'd her Hand, and heay'd, ſhe thrice re- 
The Siſter, and the Mother long conteſt, LPieſs ah 8 
Two doubtful Titles, in one tender Breaſt: 
And now her Eyes, and Cheeks with Fury g'ow, 
Now pale her Cheeks, her Eyes with Pity flow: 
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uon low ring Looks preſage approaching Storms, 
40d now prevailing Love her Face reforms : 

teſoly'd,' ſhe doubts again; the Tears ſhe dry'd 
wich burning Rage, are by new Tears ſupply'd 3 

ud as a Ship, which Winds and Waves aſſail, 

Now with the Current drives, now with the Gale, 6 
Joth oppoſite, and neither long prevail: 

the feels a double Force, by Turns obeys 

Ib imperious Tempeſt, and th' impetuous Seas: 

0 fares Althaa's Mind, ſhe firſt relents 

With Pity, of that Pity then repents 

ger, and Mother long the Scales divide, 

zu the Beam nodded on the Siſter's Side. 
Smetimes ſhe ſoftly ſigh'd, then roard aloud; 
bat Sighs were ſtifled in the Cries of Blood. 

The pious, impious Wretch at length decreed, 
Topleaſe her Brothers Ghoſt, her Son ſhould bleed: 
and when the fun'ral Flames began to riſe, 
Receive, the ſaid, a Siſter's Sacrifice; 

A Mother's Bowels burn: High in her Hand, 
Thus while ſhe ſpoke, ſhe held the fatal Brand; 
Then thrice before the kindled Pile ſhe bow'd, 
And the three Futies thrice invok'd aloud: 
Come, come, revenging Siſters, come, and yiew 
A Siſter paying her dead Brothers Due: 
A Crime J puniſh, and a Crime commit; ; 
But Blood for Blood, and Death for Death is fit 
Great Crimes muſt be with greater Crimes repaid, 
And ſecond Fun'rals on the former laid. | 
Let the whole Houſhold in one Ruin fall, . 
and may Diana's Curſe o'ertake us all. 
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Shall Fate to happy Oeneus till allow 171 
One Son, while Theſtius ſtands depriv'd of two? This 
Berter Three loſt, than One unpuniſh'd go. le 


Take then, dear Ghoſts, (while yet admitted ney 
In Hell you wait my Duty) take your Due: 
A coſtly Off ring on your Tomb is laid, 


When with my Blood the Price of yours is paid. A 
Ah! whither am I hurry'd ? Ah! forgive, Ave 
Ye Shades, and let your Siſter's Iflue live : Thi 
A Mother cannot give him Death; tho' he Or 
Deſerves it, he deſerves it not from me, Th 
Then ſhall th* unpuniſh d Wretch inſult the $lain, Tt 
Triumphant live, nor only live, but reign? 
While you, thin Shades, the Sport of Winds, are toſt 
O'er dreary Plains, or tread the burning Coaſt, | A 
I cannot, cannot bear; *tis paſt, 'tis done; T 
Perith this impious, this deteſted Son: k 
Periſh his Sire, and periſh I withall ; F 
And let the Houſe's Heir, and the hop'd Kingdom fall. 
Where is the Mother fled, her pious Love, ] 
' 


And where the Pains with which ten Months 1 trove! 
Ah! had'ſt thou dy'd, my Son, in Infant Years, 
Thy little Herſe had been bedew'd with Tears. 
Thou liv'ſt by me; to me thy Breath reſign ; 
Mine is the Merit, the Demerit thine. 
Thy Life by double Title 1 require; 
Once giv'n at Birth, and once preſerv'd from Fite: 
One Murder pay, or add one Murder more, 
- And me to them who fell by thee reſtore. 

I would, but cannot: My Son's Image ſtands 
Befo re my Sight; and now their angry Hands 


ll. 


| And in thoſe abſent Flames began to fry : 


At their full Height, then languiſh to decay, 
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jy Brothers hold, and Vengeance theſe exact, 
This pleads Compaſſion, and repents the Fact. 

He pleads in vain, and I pronounce his Doom: 
xy brothers, though unjuſtly, mall o'ercome. 
jut having paid their injur'd Ghoſts their Due, 
My Son requires my Death, and mine ſhall his purſue; | 

At this, for the laſt time, ſhe lifts her Hand, 
Arerts her Eyes, and, half unwilling, drops the Brand: 
The Brand, amid the flaming Fewel thrown, 

or drew, or ſeem'd to draw, a dying Groan : | 
The Fires themſelves but faintly lick'd their Prey, 
Then loath d their impions Food, and would hare 

ſhrunk away. | 

Juſt then the Heroe caſt a doleful Cry. 


The blind Contagion. rag'd within his Veins+ 
But he with manly Patience bore his Pains: 
He fear d not Fate, but only griey'd to die 
Without. an honeſt Wound, and by a Death ſo dty.. 
Happy Ancæus, thrice aloud he cry'd, | 
With what becoming Fate in Arms he dy'd!. 
Thea call'd his Brothers, Siſters, Sire around, 
And her to whom his Nuptial Vows were bound; 
Perhaps his Mother; a long Sigh he drew,. | 
And his Voice failing, took his laſt. Adieu. 
For as the Flames augment, and as they ſtay: 


They riſe and fink by Fits; at laſt they ſoar- 

In. one bright Blaze, and then deſcend no more” 

Juſt ſo his inward Heats, at height, impair, 

Till the laſt burning Breath ſhoots out the Soulin A. | 
* K | 


Now lofi Calidon in Aulus lies; 
All Ages, all Degrees unſluice their Eyes; 
And Heav'n, and Earth reſound with 8 
Groans, and . | 
Matrons, and Maidens beat their Breaſts, and teat 


Their Habits, and root up their ſeatter d Hair: 


* 


The wretched Father, Father now no more, 


With Sorrow ſunk, lies proſtrate on the Floor, 
Deforms his hoary Locks with Duſt obſcene, 


And curſes Age, and loaths a Life prolong'd with Pain, 


By Steel her ſtubborn Soul his Mother freed, 
And puniſh'd on her ſelf her impions Deed, 

Had 1 a hundred Tongues, a Wit ſo large 

As could their hundred Offices diſcharge; j 

Had Phabus all his Helicon beſtow'd 

In all the S:reams inſpiring all the God ; 

Thoſe Tongues, that Wit, thoſe Streams, that Godin 
Would offer to deſcribe his Siſters Pain: (vain 


They beat their Breaſts with many a bruizing Blow, 


Till they turn livid, and corrupt the Snow, 
The Corps they cheriſh, while the Corps remains, 


And exerciſe, and rub with fruitleſs Pains; 


And when to fun'ral Flames *tis born away, 
They kiſs the Bed on which the Body lay: 

And when thoſe fun'ral Flames no longer burn, 
{rhe Duſt compos'd within a pious Urn) 

Ev'n in that Urn their Brother they confeſs, 

And hug it in their Arms, and to thei: Boſoms preſs. 


His Tomb is rais'd ; then, ſtretch'd along the 


Ground, | 
Ihoſe living Monuments kis Tomb furronnd ; 


III. 
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{yn to his Name, inſcrib'd, their Tears they pays 
Till Tears, and Kiſſes wear his Name away, 
But Onthis now had all her Fury ſpent, | 
Not with leſs Ruin than a Race content : 
Excepting Gorge, pexiſh'd all the Seed, 
And * her whom Heav'n for Hercules decreed. - 
catiate at laſt, no longer ſhe purſu'd | 
The weeping Siſters ; but with Wings endu'd, 
And horny Beaks, and ſent to flit in Air; 
Who yearly round the Tomb in feather'd Flocks repair, 


The Ti ran-ſormation of the Na AIAD 8. 
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Theſeas mean while acquitting well his Share 
Ia the bold Chace confed rate like a War, 

To Athen“ lofty Tow'rs his March ordain'd, 
By Pallas lov'd, and where Erectheus reign d. 
But Acheloiis ſtop'd him on the Way, 

By Rains a Deluge, and conſtrain'd his Stay. 

o fam'd for glorious Deeds, and great by Blood? 
Reſt here, ſays he, nor truſt the rapid Flood; 
it ſolid Oaks has from its Margin tore, ) 
And rocky Fragments down its Current bore, 5 
Tie Murmur hoarſe, and terrible the Roar. 


Ot havelſeen Herds with their ſhelt'ring Fold 


Hic'd from the Banks, and in the Totrent toul' ; z 
Nr Strength the bulky Steer from Ruin freed, 
t matchleſs Swiftneſs ſav'd the racing Steed. 
Daher. D = -: | 
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In Cataracts when the diſſolving Snow 

Falls from the Hills, and floods the Plains below; 

Toſs, d by the Eddies with a giddy Round, 

Strong Youths are inthe ſucking Whirlpools drwown'd, 

*Tis beſt with me in Safety to abide, | 

Till uſual bounds reſtrain the ebbing Tide, 

And the low Waters in their Channel glide. 

Theſeus perſwaded, in Compliance bow'd; 

So kind an Offer, and Advice ſo good, 

O Achelous, cannot be refus'd ; 

P11 uſe them both, ſaid he; and both he us'd. 
The Grot he enter'd, Pumice built the Hall, 

And Tophi made the Ruſtick of the Wall; 

The Floor, ſoft Moſs, an' humid Carpet ſpread, 

And various Sheils the chequer'd Roof inlaid, M 

*Twas now the Hour when the declining Sun | A 

Two Thirds had of his daily Journey run; L 

At the ſpread Table Theſeus took his Place, 

Next his Companions in the daring Chace; 

Perithous here, there elder Lelex lay, 

His Locks betraying Age with ſprinkled Grey, 

Acharnia s River-God diſpos'd the reſt, | 


* CR | «©. — Pa. | 


Grac'd with the equal Honour of the Feaſt, - 

Elate with Joy, and proud of ſuch a Gueft, 

The Nymphs were Waiters, and with naked Feet 

In order ſery'd the Courſes of the Meat. 

The Danquet done, delicious Wine they brought, 

Of one tranſparent Gem the Cup was wrovght. 
Then the great Heroe of this gallant Train, 
Surveying far the Proſpect of the Main; 


Fond 


or is that Land, ſays: he, the Waves embrace? 
4nd with his Finger pointed at the Place; 

it one parted Iſle which ſtands alone? 

ow nam'd? and yet methinks it ſcems not one. 

To whom the watry God made this Reply; 8 


I 


Ow; 


D 


| is not one Iſle, but five; diſtin they lye ; 

N Tis Diſtance which. deceives the cheated Eye. 

But that Diana's Act may ſeem leſs ſtrange, _ 

Theſe once proud Naiad, were, before their Change. 

'Twas on a Day more ſolemn than the reſt, 

Ten Ballocks ſlain, a Sacrificial Feaſt : 

The rural Gods of all the Region near 

They bid to dance, and taſte the hallow'd Cheer. 

Me they forgot: Aﬀeonted with the Slight. 2 

My Rage, and Stream ſwell'd to the greateſt Height ; 

And with the Torrent of my flooding Store, 

Large Woods from Woods, and Fields from Fields) 
tore. | 

The guilty Nymphs, oh! then, remembeing. me, 

J with their Country, waſt'd into the Sea; 

And joining Waters with the ſocial Main, 

Rent the groſs Land, and ſplit the firm Champagne. 

Since, the Echinades, remote from Shore 

Ate view'd as many Iſles, as Nymphs before. 


PERIME LE turn'd iuto an Iſland. 


But yonder far, lo, vonder does appear 
An Iſle, a Part to me for ever dear. 
From that (it Sailors Perimele name) 
1 doating, forc'd by Rape a Virgin's Fame, 


- - 
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Hippodamas's Paſſion grew ſo ſtrong, 
Gall'd with th' Abuſe, and fretted at the Wrong, 
He caſt his pregnant Daughter from a Rock; 

I ſpread my Waves beneath, and broke the Shock; 
And as her ſwimming Weight my Stream convey'd, 
I ſu'd for Help Divine, and thus I pray d: 

O pow'rful Thou, whoſe Trident does command 
The Realm of Waters, which ſurround the Land; 
We ſacred Rivers, whereſoc'er begun, 

End in thy Lot, and to thy Empire run. 

With Favour hear, and help with preſent Aid; 
Her whom I bear 'twas guilty I betray' d. 


Yet if her Father had: been juſt, or mile, 10 
He would have been leſs impious to his Child; ä 
In her, have pity'd Force in the Abuſe; A 
In me, admitted Love for my Excuſe. | T 


Her whom Paternal Rage expell'd from Ground, 
Her whom Paternal Rage relentleſs drown'd. 
Grant her ſome Place, or change her to a Place, 
Which I may ever claſp with my Embrace. 

His nodding Head the Sea's great Ruler bent, 
And all his Waters ſhook with his Aſſent. 
The Nymph ſtill ſwam, tho? with the Fright diſtreſt, 
I felt her Heart leap trembling in her Breaſt ; 
But hardning ſoon, whilſt 1 her Pulſe explore, 

A cruſting Earth cas'd her Riff Body o'er; 
And as Accretions of new cleaving Soil 
Inlarg'd the Maſs, the Nymph became an Iſle, 


O let Relief for her hard Caſe be found, 
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The Story of BAUCIS and PHILEMON. 


5 I Mr. DRTDENNW. 
Thus Achelous ends: His Audience hear 

a with Admiration, and admiring, fear 

b The Powers of Neav'n; except Ixion's Son, 


Who laugh'd at all the Gods, believ'd in none: 

He ſhook his impious Head, and thus replies, 

Theſe Legends are no more than pious Lies: 

You atttibute too much to Heay'nly Sway, 

To think they give us Forms, and take away. 
The reſt of better Minds, their Senſe declar d 

Againſt this Doctrine, and with Horror heard. 

Then Lelex roſe, an old experienc'd Man, 

And thus with ſober Gravity began 

Heav'n's Pow'r is infinite: Earth, Air, and Sea, 

The Manufacture Maſs, the making Pow'r obey : 

By Proof to clear your Doubt; la Phrygian Ground 

Two neighb' ring Trees,with Walls encompaſs d round, 

Stand on a mod'rate Riſe, with Wonder ſhown, 

One a hard Oak; a ſofter Linden one: 

1 ſaw the Place, and them, by Pitthews ſent 

To Phrygian Realms, my Grandſire's Government, 

Not far from thence is ſeen a Lake, the Haunt 

Of Coots, and of the fiſhing Cormorant : 

Here Fove with Hermes came; but in Diſguiſe 

Of mortal Men conceal d their Deities ; 

One laid afide his Thunder, one his Rod; 

and many toilſome Steps together trod: 
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For Harbour at a thouſand Doors they knock'q, 
Not one of all the thouſand but was lock'd, 
At laſt an hoſpitable Houſe they found, 

A homely Shed; the Roof, not far from Ground 
Was thatch'd with Reeds,and Straw together bound, 
There Baucis, and Philemon liv'd, and there 

Had liv'd long marry'd, and a happy Pair: 

Now old in Love, though little was their Stote, 
Inur'd to Want, their Poverty they bore, 

Nor aim'd at Wealth, profeſſiug to be poor. 
For Maſt er, or for Servant here to call, 

Was all alike, where only Two were All. 
Command was none, where equal Love was paid, 
Or rather both commanded, both obey'd. 

From lofty Roofs the Gods repuls'd before, 
Mow ſtooping, enter d through the little Door: 
The Man (their hearty Welcome firſt expreſs'd) T 
A common Settle drew for either Gueſt, | 
Inviting each his weary Limbs to reſt. 

' But ere they ſate, officious Baucis lays 

Two Cuſhions ſtuff'd with Straw, the Seat to raiſe; 
Courſe, but the beſt ſhe had; then rakes the Load 
Of Afhes from the Hearth, and ſpreads abroad 
The living Coals; and, left they ſhou'd expire, 
With Leaves, and Bark ſhe feeds her Infant Fire: 
It ſmoaks; and then with trembling Breath ſhe blows, 
Till in a chearfyl Blaze the Flames arofe. 

With Bruſh-wood,; and with Chips the ſtrengthens theſe, 
And adds at laſt the Boughs of rotten Trees, 

The Fire thus form'd, ſhe ſets the Kettle on, 
{Like burniſh' d Gold the litthe Seether ſhone) 


a 4 * 
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Next took the Coleworts which her Husband got 
nom his own Ground, (a ſmall well- water d Spot 3) 
the ſtripp'd the Stalks of all their Leaves; the beſt 

b the cull'd, and them with handy Care ſhe dreſt. 
' High o'er the Hearth a Chine of Bacon hung; 
Good old Philemon ſeiz d it with a Prong, 
and from the footy Rafter drew it down, 
Then cut a Slice, but ſcarce enough for one; 
Yet a large Portion of a little Store, 
Which for their Sakes alone he wiſh'd were more. 
This in the Pot he plung'd without Delay, 
To tame the Fleſh, and drain the Salt away. 
The Time between, before the Fire they ſat, 
And fhorten'd the Delay by pleaſins Chat. 

A Beam there was, on which a Beechen Pail 
Hung by the Handle, on a driven Nail: 
This fill'd with Water, gently warm'd, they ſet * 
Before their Gueſts; in this they bath'd their Feet, 8 
And after with clean Towels dry'd their Sweat. 
This done, the Hoſt produc'd the genial Bed, 8 


Sallow the Feet, the Borders, and the Sted, 

which with no coſtly Coverlet they ſpread, 

But courſe old Garments; yet ſuch Robes as theſe 
They laid alone, at Feaſts, on Holydays. 

The good old Houſewife, tucking up her Gown, 
The Table ſets; th' invited Gods lie down. 

The Trivet-Table of a Foot was lame, 

A Blot which prudent Baxcis overcame, 

Who thruſts beneath the limping Leg a Shed, 

so was the mended Board exactly rear g: 
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Then xubb'dit o'er with newly gather'd Mint, 

A. wholeſom Herb, that breath'd a grateful Scent, 
Pallas began the Feaſt, where fiiſt was ſeen 

The Party-colour'd Olive, Black, and Green: 
Autumnal Cornels next in order ſerv'd, 

In Lees of Wine well pickled, and preſery'd, - 

A Garden-Sallad was the third Supply, 

Of Endive, Radiſhes, and Suecory: | 
Then Curds, and Cream, theFlow'r of Country Fare, 
And new-laid Eggs, which Baucis buſie Care 
Turn'd by a gentle Fire, and roafted rare. 

All theſe in Earthen Ware were ſerv'd to Board; 
And next in place, an Earthen Pitcher ſtor'd, : 
With Liquor of the beſt the Cottage could afford.) 
This was the Table's Ornament, and Pride, 
With Figures wrought : Like Pages at his Side 
Stood Beechen Bowls 3 and theſe were ſhining clean, Shi 
Varniſh'd with Wax without, and lin'd within, 


u 
By this the boiling Kettle had prepar'd, 3 
And to the Table ſent the ſmoaking Lard; Bi 
On which with eager Appetite they dine, A 
A ſav'ry Bit, that ſerv'd to reliſh Wine: 1 p 
The Wine itſelf was ſuiting to the reſt, } 
Still working in the Muſt, and lately preſs'd. [ 
The ſecond Courſe ſucceeds like that before, 


Plums, Apples, Nuts, and of their wintry Store 
Dry Figs, and Grapes, and wrinkled Dates were ſet 
In Caniſters, t'enlarge the little Treat: 

Alltheſe a Milk-white Honey-Comb ſurround, 
Which in the Midi the Country-Banquet crown d: 
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wt the kind Hoſts their Entertainment grace 
1 hearty Welcome, and an open Face: 
I, all they did, you might diſcern with Eaſe, 
willing Mind, and a Deſire to pleaſe. 
Mean time the Beechen Bowls went round, and 
Though often empty d, were obſery'd to fill; ſtill, 
Fill'd without Hands, and of their own Accord 
Ran without Feet, and danc'd about the Board. 
perotion ſeiz'd the Pair, to ſee the Feaſt 
With Wine, and of no common Grape, increas'd; 
And up they held their Hands, and fell to Pray'r, 
G £xcuſing, as they could, their Country Fare, 
One Gooſe they had, ('twas all they could allow) Þ 

A wakeful Centry, and on Duty now, 
Whom to the Gods for Sacrifice they vow: 8 
Her with malicious Zeal the Couple view'd; 
dhe ran for Life, and limping they purſu'd: 
Full well the Fowl perceiv'd their bad Intent, 
And would not make her Maſter's Compliment ; 
But perſecuted, to the Pow'rs ſhe flies, 
And cloſe between the Legs of Fove ſhe lies : 
He with a gracious Ear the Suppliant heard, 
And ſay'd her Life; then what he was declar'd, 
And own'd the God, The Neighbourhood, ſaid he, 
Shall juſtly periſh for Impiety: 
You ſtand alone exempted; but obey | 
With Speed, and follow where we lead the Way: | 
Leave theſe accurs d; and to the Mountain's Height 
Aſcend ; nor once look backward in your Flight. 

They haſte, and what their tardy Feet deny'd, 
The traſty Staff (thei better Leg) ſupply'd, 


. 
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An Arrow's Flight they wanted to the Top, 
And there ſecure, but ſpent with Travel, ſtop; 


Then turn their now no more forbidden Eyes; old 5 
Loſt in a Lake the floated Level lies: | gproul 
A watry Deſart covers all the Plains, old ! 
Their Cot alone, as in an Iſle, remains. and 


Wondring with weeping Eyes, whilethey deplore New 
Their Neighbours Fate, and Country now no more, The 
Their little Shed, ſcarce large enough for two, The 
Seems, from the Ground increas' d, in Height and bulk 
A ſtately Temple ſhoots within the Skies, l to gron, 
The Crotches of their Cort in Columns iſe : 
The Pavement poliſh'd Marble they behold, 
The Gates with Sculpture grac *d, the Spires and 
Tiles of Gold, 
Then thus the Sire of Gods, with Looks ſerene, 

Speak thy Deſire, thou only Juſt of Men; 

And thou, O Woman, only worthy found 

To be. with ſuch a Man in Marriage bound. 

. Awhile they whiſper; then, to Fove addrceſs'd, 
Philemon thus prefers their joint Requeſt : 

We crave to ſerve before your ſacred Shrine, 
And offer at your Altars Rites Divine: 
And ſince not any Action of our Life 
Has been polluted with Domeſtick Strife ; 
We beg one Hour of Death, that neither ſhe 
With Widow's Tears may live to bury me, 
Nor weeping I, with wither'd Arms may bear 
My breathleſs Baucis to the Sepulcher. | 

The Godheads ſign their Suit. They run their Race 
In the ſame Tenour all th appointed Space: 


/ 
* 
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Then, when their Hour was come, while they relate 
rheſe paſt Adventures at the Temple Gate, 

Old Baycrs is by old Philemon ſeen 

gprouting with ſudden Leaves of ſpritely Green: 

old Baucis look d where old Philemon ſtood, 

And ſaw his lengthen'd Arms a ſprouting Wood: 

New Roots their faſten'd Feet begin to bind, 

Theit Bodies ſtiffen in a riſing Rind: 

Then, exe the Bark above their Shoulders grew, 

They give, and take at once thejr laſt Adieu. 

At once, Farewell, O faithful Spouſe they aid ; | 
At once th? incroaching Rinds their cloſing Lips in- 
Ey'n yet, an ancient Tyanaan ſhows _ [vade, 
A ſpreading Oak, that near a Linden grows; 

The Neighbourhood confirm the Prodigy, 

Graye Men, not vain of Tongue, or like to lie. 

1 ſaw my ſelf the Garlands on their Boughs, 

And Tablets hung for Gifts of granted Vows; 

Andoff ring freſher up, with-pious Pray'r, | 
The Good, ſaid 1, are God's peculiar Care, card 
Andſuch as honour Heav'n, ſhall heav'nly Honour 


Continu'd by Mr. VERNON. 
The Changes of PROTEUS. 
He ceas'd in his Relation to proceed, 
Whilſt all admir'd the Author and the Deed; 


But The ſeus moſt, inquiſitive to know - 
From Gods what wondrous Alterations grow: 


T 
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wWhom thus the Calydonian Stream addreſs'd, 
Rais'd high to ſpeak, the Couch his Elbow preſyy 
Some, when tranform'd, fix in the laſting Change, 
Some with more Right, thro' various Figures range, 
Proteus, thus large thy Privilege was found, 
Thou Inmate of the Seas, which Earth ſurround. 
Sometimes a blooming Youth you grac'd the Shot; 
Oft a fierce Lion, or a furious Boar: 
With gliſt' ring Spires now ſeem'd an hiſſing Snake, 
The Bold would tremble in his Hands to take: 
With Horns aſſum'd a Bull; ſometimes you proy'd 
A Tree by Roots, a Stone by Weight vnmoy'd: 
Sometimes two wav'ring Contraries became, 
Flow'd down in Water, or aſpir d in Flame, 


Tybe Story of ERIS ICHTHON. 


In various Shapes thus to decieve the Eyes, 
Without a ſettled Stint of her Diſguiſe, 
Raſh Eriſichthon s Daughter had the Pow'r, 
And brought it to Autolicus in Dow'r. 

Her Atheiſt Sire the ſlighted Gods defy'd, 
And ritual Honours to their Shrines deny d. 
As Fame reports, his Hand an Ax ſuſtain'd, 
Which Ceres? conſecrated Grove prophan'd ; 
Which durſt the venerable Gloom invade, 
And violate with Light the awful Shade. 

An ancient Oak in the dark Center ſtood, 
The Covett's Glory, and itſelf a Wood : 
Garlands embrac'd its Shaft, and from the Boughs 
Hung Tablets, Monuments of proſp'rous Vows, 
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lnthe cool Dusk its unpierc'd Verdure ſpread, 

The Dry ads oft their hallow'd Dances led; 

and oft, when round their gaging Arms they caſt, 
Full fifteen Ells it meaſur'd in the Waſte: 

Its Height all under Standards did ſurpaſs, 
4s they aſpir'd above the humbler Graſs. 

Theſe Motives, which would gentler Minds refrain, 
Could not make Triope's bold Son abſtain ; | 
fe ſternly charg'd his Slaves with ſtrict Dectee, 

To fell with gaſhing Steel the ſacred Tree. 

But whilſt they, lingring, his Commands delay'd, 
He ſnatch'd an Ax and thus blaſpheming ſaid: 

was this no Oak, nor Ceres” favourite Care, 

put Ceres? (elf, this Arm, unaw'd, ſhou'd dare 

kts leafy Honours in the Duſt to ſpread, 

And level with the Earth it's airy Head, 

Re ſpoke, and as he poiz'd a flanting Stroak, 
Sighs heav'd, and Tremblings ſhook the frighted Oak; 
Its Leaves look'd ſickly, pale its Acorns grew, 

And its long Branches ſweat a chilly Dew. 

But when his impious Hand a Wound beſtow'd. 
Blood from the mangled Bark in Currents flow'd. 


When a devoted Bull of mighty Size, 


A finning Nation's grand Atonement, dies; 
With ſuch a Plenty from the ſpouting Veins, 
A crimſon Stream the turfy Altar ſta ins. 

The Wonder all amaz'd; yet one more bold, 
The Fact difſuading, ſtrove his Ax to hold. 
But the Theſſalian, obſtinately bent, 

Too proud to change, too harden'd to even 
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On his kind Monitor, his Eyes, which burn'd 
With Rage, and with his Eyes his Weapon turn'q, 

Take the Reward, ſays he, of pious Dread: 

Then with a Blow lopp'd off his parted Head. 

No longer check'd, the Wretch his Crime purſud, 

Doubled his Strokes, and Sacrilege renew'd; 

When from the groaning T runk a Voice was heard, 

A Dryad I, by Ceres' Love preferr'd, 

Within the Circle of this claſping Rind 

| Cotval grew, and now in Ruin join'd; 

But inſtant Vengeance ſhall thy Sin purſue, 

And Death is chear'd with this prophetick View, 

At laſt the Oak with Cords enforc'd to boy, 
Strain*'d from the Top, and ſap'd with Wounds beloy, 


The humbler Wood, Partaker of its Fate, 4 
' Cruſh'd with its Fall, and thiver'd with its Weight, * 
The Grove deſtroy'd, the Siſter Dryads moan, de 
Griey'd at its Loſs, and frighted at their own, Ine 
Strait, Suppliants for Revenge, to Ceres go, A 
In ſable Weeds, expreſſive of their Woe. 90 
The beauteous Goddeſs with a graceful Air af 
Bow'd in Conſent, and nodded to their Pray'r. 


The awful Motion ſhook the fruitful Ground, 

And way'd the Fields with golden Harveſts crown'd, 
Soon ſhe contriv'd in her projecting Mind 

A Plague ſevere, and piteous in its Kind, 

(if Plagues for Crimes of ſuch preſumptuous Height 
Could Pity in the ſofteſt Breaſt create.) - 

With pinching Want, and Hunger's keeneſt Smart, 
To tear his Vitals, and corrode his Heart, 
| | 125 But 


II 


id, 


W, 


I deſart lies, a melancholy Waſte : 


de unſubdu'd by Plenty's baffled Store, 
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be fince her near Approach by Fate's deny'd 
ro Famine, and broad Climes their Pow'rs divide, 


\ Nymph, the Mountain's Ranger, ſhe addreſs'd, 
4nd thus reſoly*d, her high Commands expreſs'd, 


The Deſeription of FAMINE. 


Where frozen Scythia's utmoſt Bound is plac'd, 


u yellow Crops there Nature never ſmil'd, 

No fruitful Tree, to ſhade the barren Wild. 

There luggiſh Cold its icy Station makes, 

There Palenefs, Frights, and aguiſh Trembling ſhakes, 
of pining Famine this the fated Seat, 

To whom my Orders in theſe Words repeat - 

pid her this Miſcreant with her ſharpeſt Pains 
Chaſtiſe, and ſheath herſelf into his Veins ; 


Reje& my Empire, and defeat my Pow'r. 
And left the Diſtance, and the tedious Way, 
Should with the Toil, and long Fatigue diſmay, 
Aſcend my Chariot, and convey'd on high, 
Guide the rein d Dragons thro' the parting Sky. 
The Nymph, accepting of the granted Carr, 
Sprung to the Seat, and poſted thro' the Air; 
Nor ſtop'd till ſhe to a bleak Mountain came 
Of wondrous Height, and Caucaſus ir's Name. 
There in a tony Field the Fiend the found, 
Herbs gnawing, and Roots RY from the 
Ground, | 
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Her Elfelock Hair in matted Treſles grey, 
Sunk were her Eyes, and pale her ghaſtly Hue, 
Wan were her Lips, aud foul with clammy Glew. 
Her Throat was furr'd, her Guts appear'd within 
With ſnaky Crawlivgs thro' her Parchment Skin. 
Her jutting Hips ſcem'd ſtarting from their Place, 
And for a Belly was a Belly's Space. 
Her Dugs hung dangling from her craggy Spine, 
Looſe to her Breaſt, and faſten'd to her Chine. 
Her Joints protuberant by#Leanneſs grown, 
Conſumption ſunk the Fleſh, and rais'd the Bone, 
Her Knees large Orbits bunch'd to monftrous Size 
And Ancles to andue Proportion riſe. 
This Plague the Nymph, not daring to draw neat, 
At Diſtance hail'd, and greeted from afar. 
And tho? ſhe told her Charge without Delay, 
| Tho? her Arrival late, and ſhort her Stay, 
She felt keen Famine, or ſhe ſeem'd to feel, 
| Invade her Blood, and on her Vitals ſteal. 
She turn'd from the Infection to remove, 
And back to Theſſaly the Serpents drove. 
The Fiend obey'd the Goddeſs's Command, 
4 Tho' their Effects in Oppoſition ſtand) 
She cut her Way, ſupported by the Wind, 


And reach'd the Manſion by the Nymph aſſigu d. 


*Twas Night, when entring Erifichthon's Room, 
Diſſoly'd in Sleep, and-thoughtleſs of his Doom, 
She claſp'd his Limbs, by impious Labour tir d, 
With battiſh Wings, but her whole ſelf inſpir'd; 
Breath'd on his Throat, and Cheſt a rainting Blaſt, 
And in his Veins infus'd an endleſs Faſt, 
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The Task diſpatch'd, away the Fury flies 


From plenteous Regions, and from rip*ning Skies; 
o her old barren North ſhe wings her Speed, 


Und Cottages diſtreſs'd with pinching Need. 


Still Slumbers Eriſichthon's Senſes drown, 
And ſooth his Fancy with their ſofteſt Down. 
Re dreams of Viands delicate to eat, 
And revels on imaginary Meat. 
Chavs with his working Mouth, but chaws in vain, 
And tites his grinding Teeth with fruitleſs Pain 
Deludes his Throat with viſtonary Fare, 
feaſts on the Wind, and banquets on the Air. 
The Morning came, the Night, and Slumbers paſt, 
But ſtill the furious Pangs of Hunger laſt; 
The cank*rous Rage ſtill gnaws with griping Pains, 
tings in his Throat, and in his Bowels reigns, 
Strait be requires, impatient in Demand, 
Povifions from the Air, the Seas, the Land. 
But tho? the Land, Air, Seas Proviſions grant, 
Starves at full Tables, and complains of Wam. 
What to a People might in Dole be paid, 
Or victua! Cities for a long Blockade, 
Could not one Wolfiſh Appetite aſſwage; 
For glutting Nouriſhment increas'd its Rage. 
As Rivers pour d from ev'ty diſtant Shore, 
The Sea inſatiate drinks. and thirſts for more; 
Or as the Fire, which all Materials burns, 
And waſted, Foreſts into Aſhes turns, 
tous more VOracious, as the more it preys, 
Recruits dilate the Flame, and ſpread the Blaze, 
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So impious Erifichthon's Hunger raves, 
Receives Refreſhments, and Refreſhments crave 
Food raiſes a Deſire for Food, and Meat | 
Is but a new Provocative to eat. 
He grows more empty, as the more ſupply'q, . 
And endleſs Cramming but extends the void. 


The Transformations of ERISTICHTHOU 
5 Daughter. 


Now Riches hoarded by Paternal Care 
Were ſunk, the Glutton ſwallowing up the Heir, 
Yet the devouring Flame no Stores abate, 
Nor lefs his Hunger grew with his Eſtate. 
One Daughter left, as left his keen Deſire, 
A Daughter worthy of a better Sire: | 
Her too he ſold, ſpent Nature to ſuſtain; 
She ſcorn'd a Lord with generous Diſdain, ö 
And flying, ſpread her Hands upon the Main. 
Then pray d; Grant, Thou, 1 Bondage may eſcape, 
And with my Liberty reward thy Rape; 
Repay my Virgin Treaſure with thy Aid, 
(Twas Neptune who deflower'd the beauteous Maid.) 


The God was mov'd, at what the Fair had ſu d, 


When the ſo lately by her Maſter view'd 

In her known Figure, on a ſudden took 

A Fiſher's Habit, and a manly Look. 

To whom her Owner haſted to enquire ; 

O thou, ſaid he, whoſe Baits hide treach'rous Wite; 
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hoſe Art can manage, and experienc'd Skill 
he taper Angle, and the bobbing Quill, 
& may the Sea be ruffled with no Storm, 
but ſmooth. with Calms, as you the Truth inform; 
$ your Deceit may no thy Fiſhes feel, 
Till truck, and faſten'd on the bearded steel. 
pid not you ſtanding view upon the Strand 
A wandring Maid? I'm ſure I ſaw her ſtand; 
Het Hair diſorder'd, and her homely Drefs 
zettay d her Want, and witneſs'd her Diſtreſs, 
Me heedleſs, ſhe reply'd, whoe'er you are, 
Excuſe, attentive to another Care. 
] ſettled on the Deep my ſteady Eye, 
Fix'd on my Float, and bent on my Employ. 
And that you may not doubt what 1 impart, 
do may the Ocean's God aſſiſt my Art, 
If on the Beach ſince 1 my Sport purſu'd, 
Or Man, or Woman but my ſelf I view'd. 
| Back o'er the Sands, deluded, he withdrew, 
Whilſt the for her old Form put off her new. 
Her Sire her ſhifting Pow'r to change perceiv'd, 
And various Chapmen by her Sale deceiv'd. 
4 Fowl with ſprangled Plumes, a brinded Steer, 
Sometimes a creſted Mare, or amler'd Deer: 
Sold for a Price ſhe parted, to maintain 
Her ſtarving Parent with diſhoneſt Grain, 
At laſt all Means, as all Proviſions, fail'd ; 
For the Diſeaſe by Remedies prevail'd; 
| His Muſcles with a furious Bite he tore, 
1 8 his own tatter d Fleſh, and gulph d his Gore, 
* 3 
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Wounds were his Feaſt, his Life to Life a Pre, 
Supporting Nature by its own Decay. 

' But foreign Stories why ſhou'd I relate? 
1 too my ſelf can to new Forms tranſlate, 
Tho' the Variety's not unconfin'd, 
But fix d in Number, and reſtrain'd in Kind: 
For often I this preſent Shape retain, 

Oft curl a Snake the Volumes of my Train, 
Sometimes my Strength into my Horns transfer'd, 
A Bull 1 march, the Captain of the Herd. 
But whilſt I once thoſe goring Weapons wore, 
Vaſt wreſting Force one from my Forehead tore, 
Lo, my maim'd Brows the Injury ſtill own; 
He ceas'd; his Words concluding with a Groan, 


The End of the Eighth Book, 


N 


N 


* 


n 


Ie 


my 


* 
4 


* 
-. 
LI 


p W r * 
. 


Y 


2 * 


1 * W 


— 
x 
bp 


In 
W> zu 
5 


I 
— „* 


3 
— 
— 


5 


* 
rr 
Ni. WD DJ 
1 „e 

o WS AR 


l * 1 j 
N i h 1 
= 


1 8 
ah SD 
Bo . Wi 


% 
o 


»%* = E 
CPD 
n N 
(PS - 
_=? 
„ 


SID. 
n 


eee 
Pot. 


» Jo. - 4*- 
ESSE 


METAMORPHOSES. 


The Story of ene. HERCULES. 
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B O O K IX. 
| Trunfated by Mr. D R. Y D EN and Others. 


f * 


By Mr. Gay. 


fis, lequeſts the God 00 tell bis 
N oP 

Whence his ala raw, 3 

| whence his Groans aroſe: 

When thus the Calydonian Stream 
ep d, -.--+- 

With twining Reeds his careleſs Trefſes. 7.8. 

Ungrateful is the Tale; for who can bean, ' 

When conquer d, to rehearſe the thameful vin 
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Yet PII the melancholy Story see; ws 
So great a Conqu'ror ſoftens the Diſgrace: 
Nor was it ſtill ſo mean the Prize to yield, 
As great, and glorious to diſpute the Field. 
perhaps you've heard of  D3ianira's Name, 
For all the Country ſpoke her Beauty's Fame. 
Long was the Nymph by num'rous Suiters woo'd, 
Each with Addreſs his envy'd Hopes purſſhy ; 
1 joyn'd the loving Band; to gain the Fair, 
Reveal'd my Paſſion to her Father's Ear. 
Their vain Pretenſions all the reſt reſign, 
Alcides only ſtrove to equal mine; 
He boaſts his Birth from Jove, recounts his Spoils, 
His Step-dame's Hate ſubdu'd, and finiſh'd Toils. 

Can Mortals then (laid I) with Gods compare! 
Behold a God; mine is the watry Care: 
Through your wide Realms I take my mazy Way, 
Branch into Streams, and o'er the Region ſtray: 
No foreign Gueſt your Daughter's Charms adotes, 
But one who riſes in your native Shores. 
Let not his Puniſhment your Pity move; 
1s FJuno's Hate an Argument for Love? = . 
Though you your Life from fair Alcmena drew, 
:Fove*s à feign'd Father, or by Fraud a true, | 
Chuſe then; confeſs thy Mother's Honour loſt, 
Or thy Detcent from Fove no longer boaſt. 

While thus I ſpoke, he look'd with ſtern Diſdain, 
Nor could the Sallies of his Wrath reſtrain, 
Which thus break forth. This Arm decides our Right; 
| 1 in Words, be mine the Prize in Fight. 


X pook IX. Ovid's Metamorphoſes. 10) 
zold he ruſh'd on-. My Honour eeepc 

[fling my verdant Garments on the Plain, 

My Arms ſtreteh forth. my pliant Limbs prepare, 

and with bent Hands expect the furzous War. 

Yer my fleek Skin now gatier'd Duſt he throws, 

And yeilow Sand his mighty Muſcles ſtrows. 

oft he my Neck, and nimble Legs aflails, 

ke ſeem# to graſp me, but as often fails. 

Each Part he now invades with eager Hand; 

Safe in my Bulk, immoveable 1 ſtand, | 

do when loud Storms break high, and foam and roar 

againſt ſome Mole, that ſtretches from the Shore; 

The firm Foundation laſting Tempeſts braves, 

Defies the warring Winds, and driving Waves. 
Awhile we breathe, then forward ruſh amain, 

Renew the Combat, and our Ground maintain; 

Foot ſtrove with Foot, I prone extend my Breaſt, 

Hands war with Hands, and Forehead Forehead preſt. 

Thus have 1 ſeen two furious Bulls engage, | 

Inflam'd with equal Love, and equal Rage; 

Each claims the faireſt Heifer of the Grove, 

And Conqueſt only can decide their Love: 

The trembling Herds ſurvey the Fight from far, 

Till Victory deeides th' important War. B 

Three times in vain he firove my Joints to wieſt,, 

To force my Hold, and throw me from his Breaſt; 

The fourth he broke my Gripe, that claſp'd him round, 

Then with new. Force he ſtretch'd me on tne Ground 

Cloſe to my Back the mighty Burthen cluug, - 

As if a Mountain o'er my Limbs were flung. 
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Believe my Tale; nor do I, boaſtful, aim 

By feign'd Narration to extol my Fame. 

No ſooner from his Graſp 1 Freedom get, 

_ Unlock my Arms, that flow'd with trickling Sweat, 

But quick he ſeiz d me, and renew'd the Strife, 
As my exhauſted Boſom pants for Life: 

My Neck he gripes, my Knee to Earth he ſtrains; 
I fall, and bite the Sand with Shame, and Pains, 
Oer: match d in Strength, to Wiles, and AnsItake, 
And lip his Hold, in Form of ſpeckled Snake; 
Who, when I wreath'd in Spires my Body round, 
Or ſhow'd my forky Tongue with hiſfing Sound, 

Smiles at my Threats; Such Foes my Cradle knen, 
He cries, dire Snakes my Infant Hand o'erthiew; 
A Dragon's Form might other Conqueſts gain, 
To war with me you take that Shape in vain, 

Art thou proportion'd to the Hydra's Length, 
Who by his Wounds receiv'd augmented Strength? 
He rais'd a hundred hiſſing Heads in Air, 
When one I lopt, up-ſprung a dreadful Pair. 

By his Wounds fertile, and with Slaughter ſtrong, 
Singly I quell'd him, and ſtretch'd dead along. 
What canſt thou do, a Form precatious, prone, 

' To rouſe my Rage with Terrors not thy own? 
He ſaid; and round my Neck his Hands he caſt, 
And with his ſtraining Fingers, wrung me faſt; 
My Throat he tortur'd, cloſe as Pincers claſp, 

In vain 1 trove to looſe the forceful Graſp. 

Thus vanquiſh'd too, a third Form ſtill remains, 


Chang d to a Bull, my Lowing fills the Plains, 
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grat on the Left his nervous Arms were thrown 
pon my brindled Neck, and tugg'd it down 

Then deep he ſtruck my Horn into the Sand, 

And fell'd my Bulk among the duſty. Land. 

Nor yet his Fury cool'd ; twixt Rage and Scorn, 
From my maim'd Front he tore the ſtubborn Horn + 
This, heap'd with Flow'rs and Fruits, the Naiads bear, 
dacted to Plenty, and the bounteous Year. | 

He ſpoke ; when lo, a beauteous Nymph appears, ; 
Gitt like Diana's Train, with flowing Hairs; 

The Horn the brings in which all Autumn's tor'd, 
And ruddy Apples for the ſecond Board. 

Now Morn begins to daun, the Sun's bright Fire 
Gildsthe high Mountains and the Youths retire ; 
Norſtay'd they, till the troubled Stresm ſubſides, 
And in it's Bounds with peaceful Current Slides. 
But Achelois in his oozy Bed 
Deep hides his Brow deform'd, and ruſtick Head: 
No real Wound the Victor's Triumph ſhow'd, 

But his loſt Honours griev'd the watry God; 
Yet ev'n that Loſs the Willow's Leaves o'erſpread, 
And verdant Reeds, in Garlands, bind his Head. 


The Death of N ESSUS the Centaur. 


This Virgin too, thy Love, O Neſſus found, 


To her alone you owe the fatal Wound. 
As the ſtrong Son of Fove his Bride conveys, 
Where his Paternal Lands their Bubrazks wh 5 
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Where from her flopy Urn Evenus pours 


Her rapid Current, ſwell d by wintry Show? rs, nom b 
He came The frequent Eddies whirl'd the Tide, Mrd 
And the deep rolling Waves all Paſs deny d vor di 
As for himſelf, he ſtood unmov'd by Fears, is G 
For now his Bridal Charge employ'd his Cares, [To te 


The ſtrong- limb'd Neſſ#s thus officious cry'd, 
(For he the shallows of the Stream had try'd) 
Swim thou, Alcides, all thy Strength prepare, 
On yonder Bank I'll lodge thy nuptial Care. 
Th' Aonian Chief to Neſſus triits his Wife, 
All pale, and trembling for he: eroe's Life: 
Cloath'd as he ſtood in the fierce Lion's Hide, 
The laden Quiver o'er his Shoulder ty'd, 
(For croſs the Stream his Bow and Club were caſt) 
Swift he plung'd in; Theſe Billows ſhall be paſt, 
He ſaid, nor ſought where ſmoother Waters glide, 
But ftem'd the rapid Dangers of the Tide. 
The Bank he reach'd ; again the Bow he bears; 
When, hark ! his Bride's known Voice alarms his Ears, 
Neſſus, to thee I call (aloud he cries) | 
Vain is thy Truſt in Flight, be timely wiſe: 
Thou Monſter double ſhap'd, my Right ſet free; 
If thou no Rev'rence owe my Fame and me, 
ret Kindred ſhould thy lawleſs Luſt deny 1 
Thiok not, perfidious Wretch, from me to fly, x 
] 
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Tho' wing d with Horſe's Speed; Wounds ſhall purſue; 
Swift as his Words the fatal Arrow flew: 

The Centaur's Back admits the feather d Wood, 
And thro ms Breaſt the barbed Weapon ſtood; * 
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Which when in Anguiſh, thro” the Fleſh he tore, 
From bath t the Wounds grit*d forth tre fpumy Woo” 
ur d with Lern aan Venom; this he took, 

vor dire Revenge his dying Breaſt forſook. 

vis Garment, inthe reeking Purple dy'd, 

T9 rouſe Love's er he . the Bride, 


The Death of HERCULE 8. 


Now a long Interval of Time ſucceeds. | 
When the great Son of Fove's immortal Deeds, 
And Stepdame's Hate, had fill'd Earth's utmoſt Round; 
He from OEchalia, with new Lawrels crown'd, 
In Triumph was return d. He Rites prepares, 
and to the King of Gods directs his Pray' xs; 
When Fame (who Fal hood cloaths in Truth's Diſguiſe, 
And ſwells her little Bulk with growing Lies) | 
Thy tender Ear, O Deianira, mov'd, 
That Hercules the fair Iole lov'd, 
Hex Love believes the Tale; the Truth ſhe fears 
of his new Paſſion, and gives way to Tears. 
| The flowing Tears diffus'd her wretched Grief, 
Why ſeek I thus, from ſtreaming Eyes, Relief? 
She cries 3 indulge not thus theſe fruitleſs Cares, 
| The Harlot will but triumph in thy Tears 
| Let ſomething be reſolv'd, while yet there's Time; 
My Bed not conſcious of a Rival's Crime. 
In Silence ſhall I mourn, or loud complain? 
Shall I ſeek calydon, or here remain? N 
What tho, ally'd to Meleager's Fame, 
I boaſt the Honours of a Siſter's Name? 
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My Wrongs, perhaps, now urge me to purſue AS! 
some deſp'rate Deed, by which the World thall vier do bo 
How far Revenge, and Woman's Rage can tiſe, Non 
When weltring in her Blood the Harlot dies and 

Thus various Paſſions rul'd by Turns her Breaſt, The 
She now reſolves to ſend the fatal Veſt, The 
Dy'd with Lern4an Gore, whoſe Pow'r might move WI Tt 


His Soul anew, and rouſe declining Loye. 
Nor knew ſhe what her ſudden Rage deſtows, 
When the to Lychas truſts her future Woes ; ; 
with ſoft Endearments ſhe the Boy commands, 
To bear the Garment to her Husband's Hands. 
Th' unwitting Hero takes the Gift in Haſte, 
And o'er his Shoulders Lerna's Poiſon caſt, 
As firft the Fire with Frankincenſe he ſtrows, 
And utters to the Gods his holy Vows 3 
And on the Marble Altar's poliſh'd Frame 
Tours forth the grapy Stream; the riſing Flame 
Sudden diſſolves the ſubtle pois' nous Juice, 
Which taints his Blood, and all his Nerves bedews, 
With wonted Fortitude he bore the Smart, 
And not a Groan confeſs'd his burning Heart, 
At length his Patience was ſubdu'd by Pain, 
He rends the ſacred Altar from the Plain; 
OEte's wide Foreſts eccho with his Cries - 
Now to tip off the deathful Robe he tries. 
 Wherxe-C'er he plucks the Veſt, the Skin he tears, 
The mangled Muſcles, and huge Bones he bares, 
(A ghaſtful Sight!) or raging with his Pain, 
To tend the ſticking Plague he tugs ia vain, 
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As the red Iron hiſſes in the Flood, N 

I do boils the Venom in his curdling Blood. 

Vos with the greedy Flame his Entrails glow, 

and livid Sweats down all his Body flo; | 

The cracking Nerves burnt up are burſt in twain, - 

The lurking Venom melts his ſwimming Brain. 
Then, lifting both his Hands aloft, he cries, 

Glut thy Revenge, dread Empreſs of the Skies; 

date with my Death the Rancour of thy Heart, 

Look down with Pleaſure, and enjoy my Smart. 

Or, if e'er Pity mov'd a hoſtile Breaſt, 

(for here I ſtand thy Enemy profeſt) 

Take hence this hateful Life, with Tortures torn, 

uur d to Trouble, and to Labours born. 

Death is the Gift moſt welcome to my Woe, ; 

And ſuch a Gift a Stepdame may beſtow. 

Was it for this Buſiris was ſubdu d,  rpjood? 

Whoſe barb'rous Temples reek'd with Stranger's 

Preſs'd in theſe Arms his Fate Antess found, | 

Nor gain'd recruit ed Vigour from the Ground. 

Did I not triple form'd Geryen fell? | 

Or did I fear the triple Dog of Hell ? 

Did not theſe Hands the Bull's arm'd Forehead hold? 

Are not our mighty Toils in Elis told? | 

Do not Stymphalian Lakes proclaim thy Fame? 

And fair Parthenian Woods reſound thy Name? 

Who ſeiz'd the golden Belt of Thermodon ? 

And who the Dragon-guarded Apples won ? [tand,. 

Could the fierce Centaur's Strength my Force with- 

Or the fell Boar that ſpoil'd th' Arcadian Land 2 
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Did not theſe Arms the Hydra's Rage ſubdue, 
Who from his Wounds to double Fury grew? 
What if the Thracian Horſes, fat with Gore, 
Who human Bodies in their Mangers tore, 
I ſaw, and with their barb'rous Lord o 'erthrew?. 
What if theſe Hands Nemæa's Lion flew 2 
Did not this Neck the heav*nly Globe ſuſtain? 
The Female Partner of the Thunderer's Reign 
Fatigu'd at length ſuſpends her hath Commands, 
Yet no Fatigue hath flack*d theſe valiant Hands, 
But now new Plagues purſue me, neither Force, 
Nor Arms, nor Darts can ſtop their raging Courſe 
Devouring Flame thro* my rack*d Entrails ſtrays, 
And on my Lungs and ſhrivel'd Muſcles preys, 
Yet ſtill Euryſtheus breathes the vital Air. 
What Mortal now ſhall ſeck the Gods with Pray'r? 


The Traniformation of LycnAs into a Roth 


The Hero ſaid; and with the Torture ſtung, 
Furious o'er OEte's lofty Hills he ſprung. - 
Stuck with the Shaft, thus ſcours the Tyger round, 
And ſeeks the flying Author of his Wound, 
Now might you ſee him trembling, now he vents 
His anguiſh'd Soul in Groans, and loud Laments; 
He ſtrives to tear the clinging Veſt in vain, 
And with up-rooted Foreſts ſtrows the plain; 
Now kindling into Rage, his Hands he rears, 
And to his kindred Gods dire&s his Pray'rs. 
When Lychas, lo, he ſpies ; who trembling flew, 
And in a hollow Rock conceal'd from View, 
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Had ſhun' d his Wrath. Now Grief renew'd his Pain, 

His Madneſs chaf'd, and thus he raves again. . 
Lychas, to thee alone my Fate I owe, 

who bore the Gift, the Cauſe of all my Woe. 

The Youth all pale, with ſhiv'ring Fear was ſtung, 

And vain Excuſes falter'd on his Tongue. | 

Alcides ſnatch'd him, as with ſuppliant Face 

He ſtrove to claſp his Knees, and beg for Grace : 

He toſs d him oer his Head with airy Courſe, 

And hurl'd with more than with an Engine's Foree a 

Far o'er th Ewbean Main aloof he flies, 

And hardens by Degrees amid the Skies. 

So ſhowry Drops, when chilly Tempeſts blow, 

Thicken at firſt, then whit en into Snow, 

In Balls congeal'd the rolling Fleeces bound 

In ſolid Hail reſult upon the Ground. | 

Thus, whirl'd with nervous Force thro' diſtant . 

, WE The Purple Tide forſook his Veins, with Fear; 

All Moiſture left his Limbs, Transform'd to Stone, 

In ancient Days the craggy Flint was known; 

still in th' Eubean Waves his Front he rears, 

Still the ſmall Rock in human Form appears, 

And ſtill the Name of 1 W bears. 


N 


le 


The Apotheofs of Hz R curl E . 


zut now in Hero of immortal Binh 
Fells OEte's Foreſts on the groaning Earth; 
A Pile he builds; to Philofetes? Care 
He leaves his deathful Inſtruments of War; 
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To him commits thoſe Arrows, which again 

Shall ſee the Bulwarks of the Trojan Reign. 

The Son of Pæan lights the lofty Pyre, 

High round the Structure climbs the greedy Fire; 

Plac'd on the Top, thy nervous Shoulders ſpread 

With the Nemaan Spoils, thy careleſs Head 

Rais'd oa the knotty Club, with Look Divine, 

Here thou, dread Hero, of Celeſtial Line, 

Wert ſtretch'd at Eafe; as. when a chearful Gueſt, 

Wine crown'd thy Bowls, and Flow'rs thy Temple: 
Now on all Sides the potent Flames aſpire, [dreſt, 

And crackle round thoſe Limbs that mock the Fire: 

A ſudden Terror ſeiz d th' immortal Hoſt, 

Who thought the World's profeſs d Defender loft. 

This when the Thund'rer ſaw, with Smiles he cries, 

'Tis from your Fears, ye Gods, my Pleaſures riſe ; 
Joy ſwells my Breaſt, that my all-ruling Hand 

O'er ſuch a grateful People boaſts Command, 

That you my ſuff*ring Progeny would aid; 

Tho? to his. Deeds this juſt Reſpect be paid, 

Me you've oblig d. Be all your Fears forborn, 

Th' OEtean Fires do thou, great Hero, ſcorn, 

Who vanquiſh'd all things, ſhall ſubdue the Flame. 

That Part alone of groſs maternal Frame 

Fire ſhall devour z while what from me he drew 

Shall lire immortal, and its Force ſubdue ; | 

That, when he's dead, VII raiſe to Realms above; 

May all the Pow'ss the righteous Act approve. 

If any God diſſent, and judge too great 

The ſacred Honours of the heay'nly Scat, 
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En he ſhall own his Deeds deſerve the Sky, 
gyn he reluctant, ſhall at length comply. 

Th! aſſembled Pow'rs aſſent. No Frown till now 

q 12d mark'd with Paſſion vengeful Juno s Brow. 

Mean while whate er was in the Pow'r of Flame 

Was all conſum'd 3 his Body's nervous Frame 

No more was known, of human Form bereft, 

Th' eternal Part of Jeve alone was left. 

As an old Serpent caſts his ſcaly Veſt, | 

Wreathes in the Sun, in youthful Glory dreſt ; 

| $0 when Alcides mortal Mold reſign' d, 

His better Part enlarg'd, and grew refin'd ; 

Auguſt his Viſage ſhone; Almighty Fove _ 

In his ſwift Carr his honour'd Offspring drove; 

High o'er the hollow Clouds the Courſers fly, 

And lodge the Hero in the ſtarry Sky. 


The Transformation of GALANTHIS. 


Atlas perceiv'd the Load of Heav*n's new Gueſt, | 
Revenge ſtill rancour'd in Euryſthess? Breaft 
Againſt Alcides* Race. Alcmena goes 
To lole, to vent maternal Woes ; | 
Here the pours forth her Grief, recounts the Spoils 
Her Son had bravely reap'd in glorious Toils. 

This Iole, by Hercules? Commands, | 
Hyllus had loy'd, and joyn'd in nuptial Bands. 
Her ſwelling Womb the teeming Birth confeſs'd, 
To whom Alcmens thus her Speech addrefs'd, 
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O, may the'Gods prote thee, in that Hour, 
When, midft thy Throws, thou call'ſt th' 1ithy;v 
May no Delays prolong thy racking Pain, [Powr! 
As when I ſu'd for Fund's Aid in vain. 

When now: Alcides mighty Birth drew nigh, 
And the tenth Sign roll'd forward on the = 

My Womb extends with ſuch a mighty Load, 

As Fove the Parent of the Burthen ſhow'd. 

I could no more th* enereaſing Smart ſuſtain, 
My Horror kindles to recount the Pain; 

Cold chills my Limbs while I the Tale purſue, 
And now methinks 1 feel my Pangs anew. 

Seven Days and Nights amidſt inceſſant Throus, 
Fatigu'd with IIIs I lay, nor knew Repoſe; 
When lifting high my Hands, in Shrieks I pray'd, 
Implor'd the Gods, and call'd Lacina's Aid, 

She came, but prejudic'd, to give my Fate 

A Sacrifice to vengeful uns's Hate. 

She hears the groaning Anguiſh of my Fits, 

And on the Altar at my Door ſhe ſits. 
O'er her left Knee her croſſing Leg ſhe caſt, 
Then Knits her Fingers cloſe, and wrings them faſt: 
This ſtay'd the Birth; in mutt' ring Verſe ſhe pray 4, 
The mutt' ring Verſe th unfiniſh'd Birth delay'd. 
Now with fierce Struggles, ragiug with my Fain, 
At Fove's Ingratitude I rave in vain. 

How did I wiſh for Death ! ſuch Groans I ſent, | 
As might have, made the flinty Heart relent. 

Now the cadmeian Matrons round me preſs, 
Offer their Vows, and ſeek to bring Redreſs; 
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among the Theban Dames Galanthis ſtands, | 
Strong limb'd, red hair' d, and juſt to my Commands: 
the firſt p<rceiv*d that all theſe racking Woes 

f:om the perſiſting Hate of Juno roſe. 5 
4s here and there ſhe paſs'd, by chance ſhe ſes: 
The ſeated Goddeſs z on her cloſe-preſs'd Knees 

Her faſt knit Hands the leans; with chearful Voice 

| Galanthis cries, Whoe'er thou art, rejoice, 
Congratulate the Dame, the lies at Reſt, 

At length the Gods Alcmena's Womb have bleſt. 
Swift from ker Seat the ſtartled Goddeſs ſprings, 

No more conceal'd, her Hands abroad ſhe flings; 
The Charm unloos'd, the Birth my Pangs relicy'd; 
Galanthis' Laughter vex'd the Pow'r deceiy'd. 
Fame ſays, the Goddeſs dragg'd the laughing Maid 
Faſt by the Hair; in vain her Force eſſay'd 

Her groy'ling Body from the Ground to rear; 
Chang'd to Fore-feet her ſhrinking Arms appear: 
Her hairy Back her former Hue retains, 

The Form alone is loſt ; her Strength remains; 
Who, ſince the Lye did from her Mouth id; 
Shall from her pregnant Mouth bring forth her Breed; 
Nox ſhall ſte. quit her long frequented: Home, 

But haunt thoſe Houſes where the lov'd. to roam. 


The Fable of D KID PE: | 


I My. Porn. 
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She ſaid, and: FR her! loſt Gia Gotis ; $5155 
When the faix Conſort of her Son replies; 
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Since you a Servant's raviſh'd Form bemoan, 
And kindly ſigh for Sorrows not your own, 
Let me (if Tears and Grief permit) relate 
A nearer Woe, a Siſter's ſtranger Fate. 
No Nymph of all Oechalia could compare 
For beauteous Form with Dryope the Fair; 
Her tender Mother's only Hope and Pride, 
(My ſelf the Offspring of a ſecond Bride.) 
This Nymph, compreſs'd by him who rules the Day, 
Whom Delphi, and the Delian Iſle obey, | 
Andramon lov'd; and bleſt in all thoſe Charms 
That pleas'd a God, ſucceeded to her Arms. 
A Lake there was, with ſhelving Banks around, 
Whoſe verdant Summit fragrant Myrtles crown'd. 
Thoſe Shades, unknowing of the Fates, the ſought, 
And to the Naiads flow ry Garlands brought; 
Her ſmiling Babe (a pleaſing Charge) the preſt 
Between her Arms, and nouriſh'd at her Breaſt. 
Not diſtant far a watry Lotos grows; 
The Spring was new, and all the verdant Boughs, 
Adorn'd with Bloſſoms, promis d Fruits that vye 
In glowing Colours with the Tyrian Dye. 
Of theſe ſhe cropt, to pleaſe her Infant Son, 
And I my ſelf the ſame raſh Act had done, 
But, lo! I ſaw (as near her Side I ſtood) 
The violated Bloſſoms drop with Blood; 
Upon the Tree 1 caſt a frightful Look, 
The trembling Tree with ſudden Horror ſhook. 
Loris the Nymph (if rural Tales be true) 
As from Priapss' lawleſs Luſt the flew, 

| Forſook 
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rorſook her Fond; and fixing here became 

4 flow'ry Plant, which ſtill preſerves her N ame, 
This Change unknown, aſtoniſh'd at the Sight, 

My trembling Siſter ſtrove to urge her Flight 

+ firſt the Pardon of the Nymphs implord, 

d thoſe offended Sylvan Pow'rs ador'd : 

zu when the backward would have fled, ſhe found 

Ker ſtiff ning Feet were rooted to the Ground: 

lu yain to free her faſten'd Feet the ſtrove, 

nd as ſhe ſtruggles, only moves above; 

ke feels th incroaching Bark around her grow, 

by low Degrees, and cover all below: ?: 

urpris'd at this, her trembling Hand the heaves 

To tend her Hair; her Hand is fill'd with Leaves; 

here late was Hair, the ſhooting Leaves are ſeen 

o riſe, and ſhade her with a ſudden Green, 

The Child Amphiſus, to her Boſom preſt, 

Perceiv'd a colder and a harder Breaſt, 

uud found the Springs, that ne'er till then deny'd 

heir milky Moifture, on a ſudden dry'd. 

| ſaw, unhappy, what I now relate, 

nd ſtood the helpleſs Witneſs of thy Fate; 

Embrac'd thy Boughs, the riſing Bark delay'd, 

There wiſh'd to grow, and mingle Shade with Shade, 
Bchold Andremon, and th' unhappy Sire 

Appear, and for their Dryope enquire; 

ſpringing Tree for Dryops they find, 


And print warm Kiſſes on the panting Rind; 
roſtrate, with Tears their Kindred Plant bedew, 


And cloſe embrac'd, as to the Roots they Wo 


The Face was all that now remain'd of thee; 


And crackling Flames on all my Honours prey. 


And when! in Youth, he ſeeks the ſhady Woods, 
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No more a Woman, nor yet quite, a Tree: 7 
Thy Branches hung with humid Pearls appear, Ie 
From ev'ry Leaf diſtills a trickling Tear; My 
And ftrait a voice, while yet a Voice remains, Re 
Thus thro? the trembling Boughs in Sighs complain y; 
If to the Wretched any Faith be giv'n, 
I ſwear by all th unpitying Pow'rs. of Heay'n, kt 


No wilful Crime this heavy Vengeance bred, 
In mutual Innocence our Lives we led. 

If this be falſe, let theſe ney Greens decay, 
Let ſounding Axes lop my. Limbs away, 


Now from my branching Arms this Infant wy 
Let ſome. kind Nurſe ſupply. a Mother's Care; 
Yet to his Mother let him oft be led, 

Sport in her Shades, and i in her Shades be fed; 
Teach him, when firſt, his Infant Voice ſhall flame 
umperfect Words, and liſp his Mother s Name, 


a. © 


a _ 
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Within this Plant my hapleſs Parent lies; 


Oh, let him fly the chryſtal Lakes and Floods, 
Nor touch the fatal Flow*rs; but "warn'd by me, 
Believe a Goddeſs mind in ey'ry Tree. 

My Sire, my Siſter, and my Spouſe farewel ! 
If in your Breaſts ox Love, or Pity, dwell, 


Protect your Plant, nor let my Branches feel 


The browzing Cattle, or the piexcing Steel. 
Farewel! and ſince I cannot bend to join 
My Lips to yours, adyance at leaſt to mine. 
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My Son, thy Mother's parting Kiſs receive, | 
while yet thy Morher has a_Kiſs to give. 

I cart no more; the creeping Rind invades 

My cloſing Lips, and hides my Head in Shades: 
Remove your Hands; the Bark ſhall ſoon ſuffice, 
without their Aid, to ſeal theſe dying Eyes. 

the 'ceas'd at once to ſpeak, and ceas d to be; 
And all the Nymph was loſt within the Tree: 
yet latent Life thro” het new Branches reign'd, 
And wes bo the plane 4 human Heat tld, | 
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10 LAUS reftor'd'to Dusk. 


While Tele the fatal change elan, 
Alcmena's pitying Hand oft wip'd her Tears. 
Grief too ſtream'd down her Cheeks; ſoon Sorrow) 
And riſing Joy the trickling Moiſture dries, lhe, 
Lo Iolaus ſtands before their Eyes. 
A Youth he ſtood 3 and the ſoft Down-began 
O'er his ſmooth Chin to ſpread; and promiſe Man. 
Hebe ſubmitted, to her Husband's Pray rs, 
Inſtilld new. Vigour, and reſtor'd his Tears. 


The Prophecy of T HEMIS, 


Now from her Lips a ſolemn Oath had paſt, 
That lola: this Gift alone ſaou'd tate, 
| F 2 
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Had not juſt Themis thus waturely ſaid, -[Maig. 

Which check'd her Vom, and aw'd the blooming 
Thebes is embroil'd in War. Capaneus ſtands 

Invincible, but by the Thund*rer's Hands. 

Ambition ſhall the guilty * Brothers fire, 

Both ruſh to mutual Wounds, and both expire, 

The reeling Earth ſhall ope her gloomy Womb, 

Where the f yet breath ing Bard ſhall find his Tomb 

The 5 Son ſhall bath his Hands in Parent's Blood, 

And in one Act be both unjuſt, and good. 

of Home, and Senſe depriv'd, here - e er he flies, 

The Furies, and his Mother's Ghoſt he ſpies. 

His Wife the fatal Bracelet ſhall implore, 

And Phegeus ftain his Sword in Kindred Gore. 

Callirhze ſhall then with ſuppliant Pray”) x 

Prevail on Jupiters relenting Ear. 

Fove ſhall with Youth her Infant Sons inſpire, 

And bid their 3 glow with manly Fire. 


T he Debate of the Gods. 


When Themis thus with preſcient Voice had ſpoke, 
Among the Gods a various Murmur broke; 
Diſlention roſe in each immortal Breaſt, 

That one ſhould grant, what was deny'd the «ſt, 
Aurora tor her aged Spouſe complains, 

And Ceres grieves for Jaſon's freezing Veins ; 
Vulcan would Erichthonus Years renew, 

Her future Race the Care of Venus drew, 


* Eteocles and Polinices, + Amphiaraus 
$ 4 | 
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She woutd Anchiſes? blooming Age reſtore ; 
a diff rent Care employ'd each heav'nly Pow'r: 
Thus various Int'reſts did their Jars encreaſe, 
Til Fove aroſe ; he ſpoke, their Tumults ceaſe; 
Is any Rey'rence to our Preſence giv'n, 
Then why this Diſcord *mong the Pow'rs of Heay'n ? 25 
who can the ſettled Will of Fate ſubdue? 
'Twas by the Fates that Iolaus knew 
& ſecond Youth. The Fate's determin'd boom 
Shall give Callirboe's Race a youthful Bloom. 
Arms, nor Ambition can this Pow'r obtain; 
Quell your Deſires; ev'n me the Fates reſtrain. 
Could I their Will controul, no rolling Tears 
Had Aacus bent down with Silver Haitrs ; 
Then MWadamanthus ſtill had Youth poſleſs'd, 
And Minos with eternal Bloom been. blefs'd. 
Jove's Words the Synod mov'd; the&Pow'rs give oer, 
And urge in vain unjuſt Complaint no more. 
Since Wadamanthus Veins now flowly flow'd, 
And Aacus, and Minos bore the Load; 
Minos, who in the Elow'r of Youth, and Fame, 
Made mighty Nations tremble at his Name, 
Infirm with. Age, the proud Miletus fears, | 
Vain of his Bitth, and in the Strength of Years, 
And now regarding all his Kealms as loſt, _ 
He durſt' not force. him from his native Coaſt, 
But you by choice, Miletus, fled his Reign, 
And thy ſwift Veſſel plow'd th* AÆAgean Main; 
On Aſiatic k Shores a Town you frame, 
Which. ſtill is honour' d with the Fonnder' s. Name. 
: F 3 
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Here you ante knew, the beauteous Maid, 

As on her * Father's winding Banks the ſtray d: 
caunus and Byblis hence their Lineage trace, 

The double Offspring of your warm Embrace. 


The Paſſion of ByBL1s. 


Let the ſad Fate of wretched Byblis prove 
A diſmal Warning to unlawful Love; 
One Birth gave Being to the hapleſs Pair, 
But more was caunus than a Siſter's Care; 
Unknown the lov'd, for yet the gentle Fire 
Roſe not in Flames, nor kindled to Deſire; 
*Twas thought no Sin to wonder at his Charms, 
Hang on his Neck, and languiſfh in his Arms; 
Thus wing'd with Joy, fled the ſoft Hours away, 
And all the fatal Guilt on harmleſs Nature lay. 

But Love (too ſoon from Piety declin'd) 
Inſenfibly deprav'd her yielding Mind. 
Dreſs'd the appears, with niceſt Art adorn'd, 
And ev'ry Youth, but her lov'd Brother, ſcorn'd; 
For him alone ſhe labour'd to be fair, | 
And curſt all Charms that might with hers compare. 
»Twas ſhe, and only the, muſt caunus pleaſe, | 
Sick at her Heart, yet knew not her Diſeaſe: 
She call'd him Lord, for Brother was a Name | 
Too cold, and dull for her aſpiring Flame; 


*  Meander, 
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4nd when he ſpoke, if Siſter, he reply'd, 

ror Byblis change that frozen Word, ſhe cry'd. 

ly waking ſtill ſhe watch'd her ſtrugling Breaſt, 

knd Love's Approaches were in vain addreſs d, 

rill gentle Sleep an eaſy Conqueſt made, 

4nd in her ſoft Embrace the Conqueror was laid. 

But oh too ſoon the pleaſing Viſion fed, . 

And left her bluſhing on the conſcious Ped : 

E xhme! (me cry'd) how mouftrous do 1 ſeem? 

Why theſe witd Thoughts? and this inceſtuous Dream 3 

Envy herſelf (tis true) muſt own his Charms, 

But what is Beauty in a Siſter's Arms? 

oh were I not that defpicable ſhe, 

How bleſs'd, how pleas'd, how happy mouꝰ d 1 be? 

Zur unregasded now muſt bear my Pain, 

And, bur in Dreams, my Wiſhes can obtain. 

0 Sea-born Goddeſs ! with thy wanton Boy! 

Was ever ſuch a charming Scene of Joy? 

uch perfect Bliſs! ſuch raviſhing Delight ! 

Ne'er hid before in the kind Shades of Night. 

How pleas'd my Heart! in what Greer Raptutes toll? | 

Era Life it ſelf in the ſoft Coinbat loſt, 

While breathleſs he on my heay'd Boſom lay, | 
And ſnatch'd the Treaſures of wy Soul away. 

I the bare Fancy ſo affects my Mind, | 
How ſhou'd 1 rave if to the SubſtanceJoin'd? 
Oh, gentle Caunus! quit thy hated I 

| Or let thy Parents be no longer mine? 

Oh that in commion all things were enjoy 
| Bu wal alone who have our Hopes deſttoy'd. 
; F 4 
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Were 1 a Princeſs, thou an humble Swain, 
The proudeſt Kings ſhou'd rival thee in vain, 
It cannot be, alas! the dreadful 111 

Is fix'd by, Fate, and he's my Brother ſtill. 
Hear me, ye Gods! 1 muſt have Friends in Heay'n, 
For Fove himſelf was to a Siſter giv'n: 

But what are their Prerogatives above, 

To the ſhort Liberties of human Love? 
Fantaſtick Thoughts !. down, down, forbidden Fires 
Or inſtant Death extinguiſh. my. Deſires. 

Strict V.irtue, then, with thy malicious Leaye, 
Without a Crime 1 may a Kits receive: 

But ſay ſhou'd I in ſpight of Laws comply, 

Yet cruel Caunus might himſelf deny, 

No Pity take. of an afflicted. Maid, 

(For Love's ſweet Game muſt be by Couples play'd.) 
Yet why mou'd Youth, and Charms like mine deſpait! 
Such Fears ne er ſtartled the Æolian Pair; 

No Ties of Blood could their full Hopes deſtroy, 
They broke thro? all for the prevailing Joy; 
And who can tell but caunus too may be 
Rack'd and tormented. in his Breaſt for me? 
Like me, to the extreameſt Anguiſ drove, 
Like me, juſt waking from a Dream of Love? 1 
But ſray! Oh whither wou'd my Fury run! W © 
What Arguments I urge to be undoge! I 
Away fond Byblis, quench theſe guilty Flames; ; 
caunus thy Love but as a Brother. claims; | | 
Yet had he firſt been touch'd with Love of me, 

The charming Youth. cou'd. I deſpaiting ſee? 
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oopreſs'd with Grief, and dying by Diſdain? 

„h no! too ſure 1 ſhou'd have eas'd his Pain! 

zuce then, if caunus ask'd me, it were done; 

axking my ſelf, what Dangers can 1 run? 

Iit canſt thou ask? and ſee that Right- betray'd; . 

om Pyrrba down to- thy whete Sex convey 'd2- 

That ſelf-denying Gift 'we all enjoy, 

of wiſhing to be won; yet ſeeming to be coy; 

well then, for once, let a fond Miſtreſs woe, 

The Force of Love no Cuſtom can ſabdue; 

This frantick Paſſion he by Words ſhall know, 

oft as the melting Heart from whence they flow. 

The Pencil then in het fair Hand ſhe held, 

by Fear diſcourag' d, but by Love compell d; 

the writes, then blots, writes on, NN again, 

Likes it as fit; then razes it as vain: 

Shame, and Afarance in her Face appear, 

And a faint Hope juſt yielding to Deſpair; 

liter was wrote, and blotted as a Word 

Which the, and Caunus too (he hop'd) abhorr'd; : 

But now reſoly'd to be no more-- controuP ed © | 

By ſcrap'lous-Virtue, thus her Grief ſhe told: 
Thy Lover (gentle caunus) withes thee. 

That Health, which thou alone canſt give to me. 

0 charming Touth, the Gift I ask beſtow, 

E're thou the· Name of the fond Writer know; 

To thee without a Name I- would-be known, 

Since knowing that, my Erailty I muſt ow] w. 

| Tet why ſhou'd I my wretched Name conceal3- 

When thouſand Inſtances my Flames reveal: 

F. 5 
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Wan Looks, and weeping Eyes have ſpoke my Pain, 
And Sighs diſcharg'd from my heav'd Heart! invainz 
Had I not wiſh'd my Paſlion might be ſeen, 
What cou'd ſuch Fondneſs and Embraces mean 
Such Kiſſes too! (Oh heedleſs lovely Boy) 
Without a Crime no Siſter cou'd enjoy: 

Yet (tho extreameſt Rage has rack d my Soul, 
And raging Fires in my parch'd Boſom roul) 
Be Witneſs, Gods! how piouſly I ſtrove, 

To rid my Thoughts of this enchanting Love. 
But who cou'd ſcape ſo fierce, and ſure a Dart, 
Aim'd at a tender, and defenceleſs Heart? 

Alas! what Maid cou'd ſuffer I have born, 

E're the dire Secret from my Breaſt was torn; 

To thee a helpleſs vanquiſh'd Wretch 1 come, 
*Tis you alone can ſave, or give my Doom; 

My Life, or Death this Moment youlmay chuſe, 
Fet think, Oh think, no hated Stranger ſues, 

No Foe ; but one, alas! too near ally'd, 
And wiſhing ſtill much neazer to be ty'd, 
The Forms of Decency let Age debate, 

And Virtue's Rules by their cold Morals ſtate 3 
Theix ebbing Joys give Leiſure to eaquire, 

And blame thoſe noble Flights our Youth inſpite: 
Where Nature kindly ſummons let us go, ; 
Our ſprightly Years no Bounds in Loye ſhou'd Knop, 
Shou'd feel no Check of Guilt, and fear no u; 
Lovers, and Gods act all things at their Will: 
We gain one Bleſſing from out hated Kin, 
Since our Paternal Freedom hides the Sinz 
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gacenſur'd in each others Arms we lye, 

rhink then how eaſie to compleat our Joy. 
ob pardon, and oblige a bluſting Maid, 
whoſe Rage the Pride of her vain Sex betray'd ; 

Not let my Tomb thus mournfully complain, 
Here Byblis lies, by her lov'd caunus lain. 

Forc'd here to end, ſhe with a falling Tear | 
Temper'd the pliant Wax, which did the —_— 
The curious Cypher was impreſs*d by Art, 
zut Love had ftamp'd one deeper in her Heart; 
Her Page, a Youth of Confidence, and skill, 
Gecret as Night) ſtood waiting on her Will; 
Sighing (me cry d) bear this, thou faithful Boy, 
ro my ſweet Partner in eternal Joy: 
Here a long Pauſe her fecret Guilt eonfeſs'd, 

And when at length ſhe would have ſpoke the teſt, 
Half the dear Name lay bury'd in her Breaſt. 

Thus as he liſtned to her vain Command, 
Down fell the Letter from her trembling Hand: 
The Omen ſhock'd her Soul: Yet go, ſhe cry'd; 
Can a Requeſt from Bybl:s be deny d? 7 

To the Mzandrian Youth's this Meſſage born, 
The half- read Lines by his fietce Rage were torn; 
Hence, hence, he cry'd, thou Pandar to her Luſt, 
Bear hence the Triumph of thy impious Truſt: 
Thy inſtant Death will but divulge her Shame, 

Or thy Life's Blood ſnouꝰd quench the guilty Flame. 
Frighted, from threatning caunus he withdrew, - 
And with the dreadful News to his loſt Miſtreſs flews 
The ſad Repulſe ſo fixuck the wounded Fair, 
Her Scuſe was bury'd in her wild Deſpair ; 3 


ain, 
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Pale was her Viſage, as the ghaſtly Dead; 

And her ſcar'd Soul from the ſweet Manſion fled; 
Yet with her Life renew'd, her Love returns, 
And faintly thus her cruel Fate ſhe mourns: 
"ris juſt, ye Gods l was my falſe Reaſon. bling) 
To write a Secret of. this tender kind? 

With female Craft I ſhou'd at firſt have ſtrovez 
By dubious Hints to ſound his diſtant Love; 
And try d thoſe uſeful, tho' diſſembled, Arts, 
Which Women praiſe on diſdainful. Hearts: 

I ſhou'd have watch'd whence. the black Storm might 
E're I had truſted the unfaithful Skies. liſe, 
Now on the rouling Billows I am toſt, oft 
And with extended Sails, on the blind Shelves am 
Did not indulgent Heav'n my Doom foretell, 
When from my Hand the fatal Letter fell? 

What Madneſs ſeiz'd my Soul? and urg'd me on. 
Jo take the only Courſe to be undone? 

I cou'd my ſelf have told the moving Tale 

With ſuch alluring Grace as muſt prevail; 

Then had his Eyes beheld my bluſhing Fears, 

My riſing: Sighs, and my deſcending Tears; 
Round his dear. Neck theſe Arnis I then had ſpiead, 
And, if rejected, at his Feet been dead: 

If ſingly theſe had not his Thoughts inclin'd, 

| Yet all united would have ſhock'd his Mind. 
Perhaps, my. careleſs Page might be in fault, 
And in a luckleſs Hour the fatal Meſſa ge brought 3 
Buſineſs, and worldly Thoughts might fill his Breaſt, | 
Sometimes ev'n Love itſelf may be an ixkſome Gueſt? 
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ye cou d not elſe have treated me with Scorn, 
rot Caunus was not of a Tygreſs born; 
vor Steel, nor Adamant has fenc'd his Heart, 
Like mine 'tis naked to the burning Dart. 

Away falſe Fears! he muſt, he ſhall be mine, 
1a Death alone Iwill my Claim refign ; 
Tis vain to wiſh my written Crime unknown, 
und for my Guilt much vainer to atone. 
Kepuls'd and baffled, fiercer till the burns, 
And caunus with Diſdain her i impious Love returns. 
He ſaw no Endfof her injurious Flame; 
And fled his Country to avoid the Shame; 
Forſaken» Byblis, who had Hopes no more, 
Burſt out in Rage, and her looſe Robes ſhe tote; 
with her fair Hands ſhe ſmote her tender Breaſt, 
And to the wond'ring World her Love conſeſs'd;. 
O'er Hills and Dales, o'er Rocks and Streams ſhe flew, 
But ſtill in vain did her wild Luft. purſue.: 
Weatied at length, on the cold Earth ſhe fell, 
And now in- Tears alone could her ſad Story tell. 
Relenting Gods in Pity fix d her. there, 
And to a Fountain turn'd the weeping Fair. 


The Fable of I HIS and IAN THE. 
5 By Mr. Dryp EN. 


| The Fame of this, perhaps, thro' crete had flown: 
But Crete had newer Wonders of her own, 
In Iphis chang'd: For, near the Gnoſſian Bounds, 

| (As loud Report the Miracle reſounds). 


5 1 
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At Pheſtus dwelt a Man of honeſt Blood, 
But meanly born, and not ſo rich as good; 


8 4 and loy'd by all the Neighbourhood ; 


Who to his Wife, before the Time aſſign'd 


For Child- birth came, thus bluntly ſpoke his Mind 


IF Heav'n, ſaid Lygdus, will vouchſafe to hear, 
I have but two Petitions to prefer ; 
Short Pains for thee, for me a Son and Heir, 
Girls coſt as many Throes in bringing forth; 
Beſides, when born, the Titts are little worth ; 


| Weak puling things, unable to ſuſtain 


Their Share of Labour, and their Bread to gain. 
If, therefore, thou a Creature ſhalt produce, 
Of ſo great Charges, and ſo little Uſe, 

(Bear Witneſs, Heav'n, with what Reluctaney) 
Her hapleſs Innocence I doom to die. 

He ſaid, and Tears the common Grief diſplay, 
Of him who bad, and her who muſt obey. 

Yet Teletheuſa ſtill perſiſts, to find 

Fit Arguments to move a Father's Mind; 

T' extend his Wiſhes to a larger Scope, 

And in one veſſel not confine his Hope. 
LTygdus continues hard: Her Time drew near, 
And ſhe her heavy Load could ſcarcely bear; 
When ſlumbcing, in the latter Shades of Night, 
Before th' Approaches of returning Light, 
She ſaw, or thought ſhe ſaw, before her Bed, 


A glotious Train, and Is at their Head: 
Her moony Horns were on her Forehead plac'd, 


And yellow Shelves her ſnining Temples grac'd; 
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4 Mitre, for a Crown, he wore on high; 
The Dog, and dappP'd Bull were waiting by # 3 
00 is, ſought along the Banks of Nile; 
The ſilent God; the ſacred Crocodile; |. 
nud, laſt, a long Proceflion moving on, 
with Timbrels, that aſſiſt the lab ring Moon. 
Her Slumbers ſeem' d diſpell'd and, broad awakes - 
the heard a Voice, that thus diſtinctly ſpake. 
My Votary, thy Babe from Death defend, 
Nor fear to ſave hate er the Gods will ſend, 
Detude with Art thy Husband's dire Decree: 
When Danger calls, tepoſe thy Truſt on me: 
4nd know thou haſt not ſerv d a thankleſs Deity. \ 
This Promiſe made, with Night the Goddeſs fleds 
With Joy the Woman wakes, and leaves her Bed; 
Devoutly lifts her ſpotleſs Hands on high, 
And prays the Pow'rs their Gift to ratifie, 
| Now grinding Pains proceed to bearing Throes, 
Till its own Weight the Burden did diſcloſe. 
vas of the beauteous Kind, and brought to Light 
With Secrecy, to ſhun the Bather's Sight. 
Th' indulgent Mother did her Care employ, ' 
And paſt it on her Husband for a Boy. 
The Nurſe was conſcious of the Fact alone; 
The Father paid his Vows as for a Son; 
And call d him Iphis, by a common Name, 
Which either Sex with equal Right may claim. 
Þhis his Grandſire was; the Wife was pleas' d, 
| Of half the Fraud by Fortune's Favour eas 42 
The doubt ful Name was us'd without Deceit, 
Aud Truth was cover d — INES * 


_* 
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The Habit ſhew'd. a Boy, the beauteous Face 
With manly Fierceneſs. mingled Female Grace, 
Now thirteen. Years of Age were ſwiftly: run, 

Whenthe fond Father thought the Time drew on 
Of ſettling in. the World his only Son, 
Ianthe was his Choice; fo wondrous fair; 
Her Form alone with Jphis cou'd compare; 
A Neighbour's Daughter of his own Degree, 
And not more bleſs'd with Fortune's Goods than he. 


They foon eſpous'd ; for they with eaſe were join - 


Who were before contracted in the Mind? 
Their Age the ſame, their Inclinations toe; 
And bred together, in one School they grew. 
Thus, fatally diſpos'd to mutual Fires, 

They felt, before they knew, the ſame Deſi res. 
Equal their Flame, unequal was their Care; 
One lov*d with Hope; one languiſh'd in Deſpair, 
The Maid accus'd the lingring Day alone: 
For whom-the thought a Man, ſhe thought herown. 
But 1phis bends beneath a greater Grief; 

As fiercely burns, but hopes for no- Relief. 
Ev'n her Deſpair adds Fuel to her Fire; 
A Maid with Madneſs-: does a Maid deſire. 
And, ſcarce refraining Tears, Alas, ſaid ſhe; 
What Iſſue of my Love. remains for me! 

How wild a Paſſion-works. within my Breaſt, 
With what prodigious Flames. am 1 poſſeſt! 
Could IL the. Care of Providence deſerve, 
Heav'n muſt deſtroy me, if it woyld.preſerve.: 
And that's my Fate, or ſure it would have ſent. 
Some uſual Evil for my Puniſhment; 


; 
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dot this unkindly Curſe; to rage and burn, 

where Nature ſkews no Proſpect of Return. 

vor Cows for Cows confume with: fruitleſs Fire, 

Nor Mares, when hot, their Fellow-Mares deſire: 

The Father of the Fold ſupplies his Ewes; 

The Stag through ſecret Woods his Hind purſues 3 

4nd Birds for Mates. the Males of their. own-( 
Species chuſe. | id ) 

Her Females Nature guards from Female Flame; 

And joins two Sexes to preſerve the Game: q 

Wou'd I were nothing, or not what 1 am! | 

(rite, fam'd for Monſters, wanted ef her Store, 

Till my new Love produc'd one: Monſter. more. 

The Daughter of the Sun a Bull. deſir'd, 

And yet ey'n then a. Male a Female fir d- 

Her Paſſion: was extravagantly new, 

Zut mine is much. the madder of the two; 

To things impoſſible ſhe was not bent, | 

But found the Means to. compaſs her Intent. 

To cheat his Eyes the took a different Shape; 

Tet ſtill ſhe gain'd a Lover, and a Leap. 

Shou'd all the Wit of all the World conſpire, 

Shou'd Daedalus aſſiſt my wild Deſire, 

What Art can make me able to enjoy, 

Or what can. change Janthe to a Boy.? 

| Extinguiſh then thy Paſſion, hopeleſs: Maid, 

And recolle@ thy Reaſon for thy Aid. 

Know what thou art, and., love as Maidens ought;. 

And drive theſe Golden Wiſhes from thy Thought. 

Thou canſt not hope thy fond Deſires to gain; 

Where Hope is wanting, Wiſhes are in vain. 
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And yet no Guards againft our Joys conſpire; 
No jealous Husband hinders our Deſire; 
My Parents axe propitious to my Wiſk, 
And ſhe herſelf conſenting to the Bliſs, 
All things concur to proſper our Deſign ; 
All things to proſper any Love but mine, 
And yet I never can enjoy the Fair; 
Tis paſt the Pow'r of Heav'n to grant my Pray'r. 
Heav'n has been kind, as far as Heav'n can be; 
Our Parents with our own Deſires agree; 
But Nature, ſtronger than the Gods aboye, 
Refufes her Aſſiſtance to my Love; 
She ſets the Bar that cauſes all my Pain; 
One Gift refus'd, makes all their Bounty vain, 


And now the happy Day is juſt a: hand, Wl 
To bind our Hearts in Hymen's holy Baud: WW" 
Our Hearts, but not out Bodies: Thus accurs'd, Vit 
In midſt of Water 1 complain of Thirſt, W i 
Why com ſt thou, Juno, to theſe barren Rites, ' W#" 
To bleſs a Bed defrauded of Delights? Th 
But why mond Hymin lift his Torch on bigh, Le 
To ſee two Brides in cold Embraces lye? W 1 
Thus Love ſick Iphis her vain Paſſion mourns; II. 
With equal Ardour fair Ianthe burns, 0 
Inyoking Hymen's Name, and Fwno's Pow'r, T 
To ſpeed the Work, and haſte the happy Hour, 
She hopes, while Telethuſa fears the Day, 1 
And ſtrives to interpoſe ſome new Delay: = 1 
Now feigns a Sickneſs, now is in 2 Fright | 


For this bad Omen, or that boding bight. 


u having done whate er ſhe cou'd deviſe, 
nd empty d all her Magazine of Lies, 

je Time appzoach'd 3 the next enſuing Day 
Fre fatal Secret muſt to Light betray. 

Fen Telethuſa had recourſeto Pray'r, 

tie, and her Daughter with diſhevel'd Hair; 
reembling with Fear, great fs they ador'd, 
nbrac'd her Altar, and her Aid implor'd. 8 
Fair Queen, who doſt on fruitful Egypt ſmile, 8 


ho ſway t he Sceptre of the Pharian Iſle, 

nd ſey?n-fold Falls of diſemboguing Nile, 

Relieve in this our laſt Diſtreſs, ſhe ſaid, 

A ſuppliant Mother, and a mournful Maid, 

Thou, Goddeſs, thou wert preſent ro my Sight ; 

cveal'd 1 ſaw thee by thy own fair Lights 

| ſay theein my Dream, as now 1 ſee, 

With all thy Marks of awful Majeſty : 

The glorious Train that compaſs'd thee around; 

And heard the hollow Timbrels holy Sound. 

Thy Words 1 noted, which 1 ſtill retain 

Let not thy ſacred Oracles be vain, 

That 1phis lives, that I myſelf am fre: 

From Shame, and Puniſhment I owe to the. 

on thy Protection all our Hopes depend: 1 

Thy Counſel ſav'd us, let thy Pow's defend. | 
Her Tears purſu'd her Words; and while the ſpoke 

The, Goddeſs nodded, and her Altar ſhook ; 

The Temple Doors, as with a Blaſt of Wind, 

Were hard to clap; the Lunar Horns that biud 

The Brows of 1/is caſt a Blaze around; 

The trembling Timbrel made a murm'ring Sound. 


* 
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Some Hopes theſe happy Oments did impan; 
Forth went the Mother with a beating Hear : 
Not much in Fear, nor fully ſatisfy'd; 
But Iphis follow'd with a larger Stride : 
The Whiteneſs of her Skin forſook her Face; 
Her Looks embolden'd with an awful Grace; 
Her Features, and her Strength together grey, 
And her long Hair to curling Locks withdrew, 
Her ſparkling Eyes with manly Vigour tone, 
Big was her Voice, audacious was her Tone, 
The latent Parts, at length reveal'd, began 
To ſhoot, and ſpread, and burniſh into Man, 
The Maid becomes a Youth ;. no more delay 
Your Vows, but look, and confidently pay, 
Their Gifts the Parents to tho Temple bear: 
The Votive Tables this Inſcription wear; 
Tphis the Man, has to the Goddeſs paid 
The Vows, that 7phis offer'd when a Maid. 
Now when the Star of Day had ſtewn his Face; 
Venus, and Funo with their Preſence grace 
The Nuptial Rites, and Hymen from above 
Deſcending to compleat their happy Love: 
The Gods of Marriage lend their mutual Aid; 
And the warm Youth: enjoys the lovely Maid. 


The End of the Ninth Bool. 
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. of | ORP HEUS and EURYDICE. 
| By My-ConGREVE. L 


| Af. 554 
5 3 uE N C E, in his Saffron Kobe, for d. 
dS ,. ftant Trac, 
PALS  Hymen, depatls, thro' Airsuameaſurd, 
12 Spacg ; 
Y By Orpbeus call'd, the Nuprial 1 Pou's 
| attends, 
But with, ill. omen'd Augury, deſcends z b 5 
Nox chearful look d the God, nor profÞ'rous ſpoke, 
Nox blaz'd his Torch, but wept in * Smoke. 
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In vain they whirl it round, in vain they ſhake, 

No rapid Motion can its Flames awake. + 
With Dread theſe inauſpicious Signs were view d 

And ſoon. a more diſaſtrous End enſu'd; 

For as the Bride, amid the Naiad Train, 

Ran joyful, ſporting o'er the flow'ry Plain, 

A venom'd Viper bit her as ſhe paſs'd ; 

Inſtant the fell, and ſuddain breath'd her laſt. 

When long his Loſs the Thracian had deplor'd, 

Not by ſuperior Pow'rs to be reſtor'd ; 

Inflam'd by Love, and urg'd by deep Deſpair, 

He kaves the Realms of Light, and upper Air; 

Daring to tread the dark Tenarian Road, 

And tempt the Shades in their obſcure Abode; 

Thro' gliding Spectres of th' Interr'd to go, 

And Phantom People of the World below: 

Perſephone he ſeeks, and him who reigns 

O'er Ghoſts, and Hell's uncomfortable Plains. 

Arriv'd, he, tuning to his Voice his Strings, 

Thus to the King and Queen of Shadows ſings. 


Ye Pow'rs, who under Earth your Realms extend, * 

To whom all Mortals muſt one Day deſcend; k 
If here *tis granted ſacred Truth to tell: N 

I come not curious to explore your Hell; Y 
Nor come to boaſt (by vain Ambition fir'd) 8 


How Cerberus at my Approach retir dc. þ 
My Wife alone I ſcek ; for her loy'd ſake 
Theſe Terrors I ſupport, this Journey take. 
She, luckleſs wandring, or by Fate miſ-led, | 
Chane' d on g lutking Viper's Creſt to tread; 1 
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the vengeful Beaſt, enflam'd with Fury, ſtarts, 
ind thro? her Heel his deathful Venom darts. 

T ti was the ſnatch d untimely to her Tomb; 
yer growing, Years cut ſhort,and ſpringing Bloom. 
Long 1 my Loſs endeavour d to ſuſtain, 
4nd ſtrongly ſtrove, but trove, alas, in vain: 
At length 1 yielded, won by mighty Love; 
well known is that Omnipotence above! 
But here, I doubt, his unfelt Influence fails; 
And yet a Hope within my Heart prevails, | 
That here, ey'n here, he has been known of old; 
kt leaſt, if Truth be by Tradition told; 
if Fame of former Rapes, Belief may find, 
You both by Love, and Love alone, were join'd, 
Now, by the Horrors which theſe Realms daa, 5 
iy the vaſt Chaos of theſe Depths profound; 
By the ſad Silence which eternal reigns 
Oer all the Waſte of theſe wide-ſtretching Plains 3 
Let me again Eurydice receive, 
Let Fate her quick-ſpun. Thread of Life re· weave. 
All our roſleſſions axe but Loans from you, 
And ſoon, or. late, you muſt be paid your Due; 
Hither we haſte to Human-kind's laſt Seat, 
Your endleſs Empire, and our ſure Retreat. 
She too, when ripen'd Tears ſhe ſhall attain, 
Muſt, of avoidleſs Right, be yours again: 
but the tranſient uſe of that require, 
Which ſoon, too ſoon, 1 muſt refign entite. 
Bit if the Deſtinies zefuſe my Vow, - 


And no Remiſſion of her Doom allow; 
Vol. II. G 
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Know, I'm determin'd to return no more; 
So both retain, or both to Life reſtore, - 
Thus, while the Bard melodiouſly complains, 
And to his Lyre accords his vocal Strains, 
The very bloodleſs Shades Attention keep, 
And ſilent, ſeem compaſſionate to weep; 
_ *Ev'n Tantalus-his Flood unthirſty views, 
Vor flies the Stream, nor he the Stream purſues; 
Irion's wondring Wheel its Whirl ſaſpends, 
And the voracious Vultur, charm'd, attends; 
No more the Belides their Toil bemoan, 
And Siſiphus reclin' d, fits liſt'ning on his Stone, 
Then firſt (tis ſaid) by ſacred Yerſe ſubdu' d, 
The Furies felt their Cheeks with Tears bedew'd: 
Nor could the rigid King, or Qreen of Hell, 
Th' Impulſe of Pity in their Hearts repell. 
Now, from a Troop of Shades that laſt artivd, 
Eurydice was call'd, and ſtood reviy'd. 
Slow ſhe advanc'd, and halting ſeem'd to feel 
The fatal Wound, yet painful in her Heel. 
Thus he obtains-the Suit ſo much deſir'd, 
On fri Obſervance of the Terms requir'd: 
For if, before he reach the Realms of Air, 
He backward caſt his Eyes to view the Fair, 
The forfeit Grant, that Inſtant, void is made, 
And fhe for ever left a lifeleſs Shade. _ 
Now thro” the noiſeleſs Throng their Way they bend 
And both with Pain the rugged Road aſcend ; 
Dark was the Path, and difficult, and ſteep, 
And thick with Vapours from the ſmoaky Deep. 
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They well · nig now had paſs'd the Bounds of Night, 
And juſt approach'd the Margin of the Light, 

When he, miſtruſting leſt her Steps might tray, 
and gladſome of the Glympſe of dawning Day, 

is longing Eyes, impatient, backward caſt 

To catch a Lover's Look, but look'd his laſt ; 

For, inſtant dying, ſhe again deſcends, 

While he to empty Air his Arms extends. 

Again the dy*d, nor yet her Lord reprov'd; 

What could the ſay, but that too well he loy'd? 

One laſt Farewell ſhe ſpoke, which ſcarce he heard; 
$0 ſoon ſhe drop'd, fo ſudden diſappear'd. 

All tunn'd he ſtood, when thus his Wife he view d 
By ſecond Fate, and double Death ſubdu'd: 
Not more Amazement by that Wretch was ſhown, 
Whom Cerberus beholding, turn'd to Stone; 

Nor Olenus cou'd more aſtoniſh'd look, 

When on himſelf Lethea*s Fault he took, 

His beauteous Wife, who too ſecure had dard 
Her Face to vye with Goddeſſes compar'd : 

Once join'd by Love, they ſtand united till, 
Turn d to contiguous Rocks on Ida's Hill. 

Now to repaſs the Styx in vain he tries, 
cheren averſe, his preſſing suit denies. 
dey'n Days entire, along th* infernal Shores, 
Diſconſolate, the Bard Eurydice deplores; 

Defild with Filth his Robe, with Tears his Cheeks? 
No Suſtenance but Grief, and Cares he ſeeks: | 
Of rigid Fate inceſſant he complains, a Re. 
And Hell's igexorable Gods arraigns, 
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This ended, to high Rhodope he haſtes, 

And Hemaus? Mountain, bleak with Notthern Blaſt, 
And now his yearly Race the circling Sun 
Had thrice compleat thro* watry Piſces run, 
Since Orpheus fled the Face of Womankind, 
And all ſoft Union with the Sex declin'd. 

Or binding Vous made to his former Bed; 
Whate'er the Cauſe, in vain the Nymphs conteſt, 
With rival Eyes to warm his frozen Breaſt; 

For ev'ry Nymph. with Love his Lays inſpird, 
But ev 1 N ymph cepuls'd, with Grief retir'd, 

4 Hill there was, and on that Hill a Mead, 
With verdure thick, but deſtitute of Shade. 
Where, now, the Muſe's Son no ſooner ſings, 
No ſooner ſtrikes his ſweet reſounding Strings, 
But diftant Groves the flying Sounds receive, 
And lining Trees their rooted Stations leave; 
Themſelves tranſplanting, all around they grow, 
And various Shades their various Kinds beſtow. 
Here, tall Chagnian Oaks their Branches ſpread, 
While weeping Poplars there ere their Head, 
The foodful Eſculus here ſhoots his Leaves, 
That Turf ſoft Lime-tree, this, fat Beach receives; 
Here, brittle Hazels, Lawrels here advance, 
And there tough Aſh to form the Heroe's Lance; 
Here ſilver Firs with knotleſs Trunks aſcend, 

: There, Scarlet Oaks beneath their Acorns bend, 
That spot admits the hoſpitable Plane, 

On this, the Maple grows with clouded Grain; 
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nere, watry Willows are with Lotus ſeen, 

There, Tamarisk, and Box for ever green. 

with double Hue here Mirtles grace the Ground, 
Ind Laureſtines, with purple Berries crown'd, 

with pliant Feet, now, Ivies this way wind, 

vines yonder riſe, and Elms with Vines entwin'd, 
Wild ornus now, the Pitch-tree next takes root, 
and Arbutus adorn'd with bluſhing Fruit. 

Then eaſy bending Palms, the Victor's Prize, 

And Pines erect with briſtly Tops ariſe, 

To Wes grateful ſtill the Pine remains, 

For Atys ſtill ſome Favour ſhe retains 

He once in human Shape her Breaſt had warm'd, 
And now is cheriſh'd to a Tree transform'd. 


The Fable of CyYPARISSUS. 


Amid the Throng of this promiſcuous Wood, 
with pointed Top, the taper Cypreſs ſtood 3 
A Tree, which once a Youth, and heav'nly fair, 
was of that Deity the darling Care, 
whoſe Hand adapts, with equal Skill, the Strings 
To Bows with which he kills, and Harps to which he 
For heretofore, a mighty Stag was bred, (ſings. 
Which on the fertile Fields of Cea fed; 
In Shape, aud Size he all his Kind excell'd, 
And to Carthean Nymphs was ſacred held. 
His beamy Head, with Branches high diſplay'd, 


| Aﬀorded to itſelf an ample Sha de; 


His Horns were gilt, and his ſmooth Neck was grac'd | 
With silver Collars thick with Gems enchas'd:; 
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A Silver Boſs upon his Forehead hung, 

And brazen Pendants in his Ear-tings rung, 

Frequenting Houſes, he familiar grew, 

And learnt by Cuſtom, Nature to ſubdue; 

Till by degrees, of Fear, and Wildneſs, broke, 

Ev'n ſtranger Hands his proffer'd Neck might ſtrozk. 

Much was the Beaſt by cæa' s Youth careſs'd, 

But thou, ſweet Cypariſſus, lov'dſt him beſt: 

By thee, to Paſtures freſh, he oft was led, 

By thee oft water'd at the Fountain's Head: 

His Horns with Garlands, now, by thee werety'd, 

And, now, thou on his Back would wanton tide; 

Now here, now there wou'dſt bound along the Plainy 

Ruling his tender Mouth with purple Reins. 
*Twas when the Summer Sun at Noon of Day, 

Thro* glowing Cancer, ſhot his burning Ray, 

* Twas then, the fay'rite Stag in cool Retreat, 

Had fought a Shelter from the ſcorching Heat; 

Along the Graſs his weary Limbs he laid, 

 Inhaliog Freſhneſs from the breezy Shade: 

When pariſſus with his pointed Dart, 

Vaknowing, pierc'd him to the panting Heatt, 

But when the Youth, ſurpriz'd, his Error found, 

And ſaw him dying of the cruel Wound, 

Himſelf he would have ſtain thro' deſp'rate Grief; | 

What ſaid not Phebas, that might yield Rel. ef! 

To ceaſe his Mourning, he the Boy deſir'd, 

Or mourn no more than ſuch a Loſs requir'd. 

But he, inceſſant griev'd: At length addteſs'd 

To the ſuperior Pow'rs a laſt Requeſt; 
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mying, in Expiation of his Crime, 
Thenceforth to mourn to all ſucceeding Time. 
And now, of Blood exhauſted he appears, 
prain d by a Torrent of continual Tears; 
The fleſhy Colour in his Body fades, 
And a green Tincture all his Limbs invades ; 
From his fair Head, where curling Locks late hung, 


A horrid Buſh with briſtled Branches ſprung, 


Which ſtiffning by Degrees, its Stem extends, 
Till to the ſtarry Skies the Spire aſcends. 

Apollo ſad look'd on, and. ſighing, cry'd; 
Then, be for ever, what thy Pray'r imply'd: 
zemoan'd by me, in others Grief excite - 
And ſtill preſide at ev'ry Fun'ral Rite. 


Continu'd by Ar. CR OXAL L. 


Thus the ſweet Artiſt in a e Shade . 


Of verdant Trees, which Harmony had made, 
Encitcled ſate, with his own Triumphs crown ' d, 


Of litoing Birds, and Savages around. 

Again the trembling Strings he dext'rous tries, 

Again from Diſcord makes ſoft Muſick riſe. 

Then tunes his Voice: O Muſe, from whom 1 ſprung, 

Jeve be my Theme, and thou inſpire my Song. 

To Fove my grateful Voice I oft have tais' d, 

Oft his Almighty Pow'r with Pleaſure prais'd. 

I ſung the Giants in a ſolemn Strain, 

Blaſted, and Thunder-ſtruck on Phlegra's Plain. 

Now be my Ly re in ſofter Accents mov'd, 

To on, of blooming Boys by Gods bolov'd; 
G4. 
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And to relate what Virgins, void of Shame, 
Have ſuffer d Vengeance for a lawleſs Flame. 


The King of Gods once felt the burning Joy, 
And ſigh'd for lovely Ganimede of Troy: _ 
Long was he puzzled to aſſume a Shape They 
Moſt fit, and expeditious for the Rape; * 


A Bird's was proper, yet he ſcorns to wear 

Any but That which might his Thunder bear. ſt cle 

Down with his maſquerading Wings he flies, 

And bears the little Trojan to the Skies ; 
Where now, in Robes of heay'nly Purple dreſt, Scart 

He ſerves the Nectar at th' Almighty's Feaſt, 

To ſlighted uno an unwelcome Gueſt, | ; 


HyYACINTHUS Zransform'd into a Flower, 


By Mr, OZELL, 


Phebus for Thee too, Hyacinth, defign'd 
A Place among the Gods, hid Fate been kind: 
Yet this he gave; as oft as wititty Rains 
Are paſt, and vernal Breezes ſooth the Plains, 
From the green Turf a purple Flow* you riſe, 
And with your fragrant Breath petfume the Skies, 
You when alive were Phabus* datling Boy 
In you he plac'd his Heav'n, and fix'd his Joy: 
Their God the Delphic Prieſts conſult in vain; 
Eurotas now he loves, and Sparta's Plain : 
His Hands the uſe of Bow, and Harp forget, 
And hold the Dogs, or bear the corded Net; 
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ber hanging Oliffs ſwift he purſues the Game; 
lach Hour his Pleaſure, each augments his Flame. 

The mid-day Sun now ſhone with equal Light 
ketween the paſt, and the ſucceeding Night; 
They ſtrip, then, ſmooth'd with ſuppling Oyl, eſſay- . 
To pitch the rounded Quoit, their wonted Play: 
A well pois*d Disk firſt haſty Phœbus threw, 
ſt cleft the Air, and whiſtled as it fler; 
K teach d the Mark, a moſt ſurprizing Length; 
Which ſpoke an equal Share of Art, and Strength. 
Scarce was it fall'n, when with too eager Hand 
Toung Hyacinth ran to ſnatch it from the Sand; 
But the curſt Orb, which met a ſtony Soil, 
Flew in his Face with violent Recoil. 
Both faint, both pale, and breathleſs now appear, 
The Boy with Pain, the am*rons God with Fear. 
He ran, and rais'd him bleeding from the Ground, 
Chafes his cold Limbs, and wipes the fatal wound: 
Then Herbs of hobleſt Juice in vain applies; 
The Wound is mortal, and his skill defies, 

As in a water'd Garden's blooming Wall, 
When ſome rude Hand has bruis'd its tender Stalk, 
A fading Lilly droops its languid Head. 
And bends to Earth, it's Life, and Beauty fed: 
So Hyacinth, with Head reclin*d, decays, : 
And, ſickning, now no mare his Charms diſplays. 

O thou art gone, my Boy, Apollo cry'd,. 
Defrauded of thy Youth in all its Pride! 
Thou, once my Joy, art all my Sorrow now; 
Aud to my guilty Hand my Grief I owe, 
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Yet from my ſelf. 1 might the Fault remove, 
Unleſs to ſport, and play a Fault ſhould prove, 5 
Unleſs it too were call'd a Fault to love. 

Oh cou'd I for thee, or but with thee, dye! 


But cruel Fates to me that Pow'r deny. En 
| Yet on my Tongue thou ſhalt for ever dwell; With 
Thy Name my Lyre ſhall ſound, my Verſe mall tel; K A 
And to a Flow's transform'd, unheard of yet, The 


Stamp'd on thy Leaves my Cries thou ſhalt repeat, Wi No! 
The time ſhall come, prophetick 1 foreknow, Tha 
When, joyn'd to thee, a mighty * Chief ſhall grow, 
Andwith my Plaints his Name thy Leaf nl pr 
While Phæbus thus the Laws of Fate reveal'd, 
Behold, the Blood which ſtain'd the verdant Field, 
Is Blood no longer; but a Flow'r full blown 
Far brighter than the Tyrian Scarlet ſhone, 
A Lilly's Form it took; its purple Hue 
Was all that made a Diff cence to the View, 
Nor ſtop'd he here; the God upon its Leaves 
The ſad Expreſſion of his Sorrow weaves; 
And to this Hour the mournful Purple wears 
Ai, Ai, inſerib'd in funeral Charafters. 
Nor are the Spartans, who ſo much are fam'd 
For Virtue, of their Hyacinth: aſham'd; | 
| But ſtill with pompous- Woe, and ſolemn State, 
The Eyacinthian Feaſts they yearly celebrate, | 
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the Tramiformations of the C ERASTE, 
and PROPEATIDES. 


Enquire of Amathus, whoſe wealthy Ground }; 
With Veins of every Metal does abound, | 
If ne to her Propetides wou'd ſhow, 

The Honour Sparta does to him allow? 
No more, ſhe'd ſay, ſuch Wretches won'd we _ 
Than thoſe whoſe crooked Horns deform'd thei, 
Face, 
From thence Ceraſte call'd ; 3 an impious Race: 
Before whoſe Gates a rev'rend Altar ſtood, 
To Jove inſcrib'd, the hoſpitable God: | 
This had ſome Stranger ſeen with Gore beſmear'd, 7 
The Blood of Lambs, and Bulls it had appear'd : 6 
Their laughter'd Gueſts it was; not Flock nor Heid. 
yenus theſe barb'rons Sacrifices view'd 
With juſt Abhorrence, and with Wrath purſu'd ; 
At firſt, to puniſh ' ſuch nefarious Crimes, 
Their Towns ſhe meant to leave, her onee-loy'd 
Olimes. | 
But why, ſaid the, for their Offence ſthov'd 1 
My dear delightful Plains, and Cities fly? 
No, let the impious People, who have ſinn d, 
A Puniſhment in Death, or Exile find: 
If Death, or Exile too ſevere be thought, 
Let them in ſome vile Shape bemoan their Fault, 
While next her Mind a proper Form employs, 
Admoniſh'd by their Horns, he fix d her Choice, 
G 6 
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Their former Creſt remains upon their Heads, 

And their ſtrong Limbs an Ox's Shape invades. 
The blaſphemous Properides dehy'd 

Worſhip of Venus, and her Pow'r defy'd: 

But foon that. Pow'r they felt, the firſt that ſold 

Their lewd Embraces to the World for Gold. 

| Unknowing how to bluſh, and ſhameleſs grown, 

A ſmall Tranſition changes em to Stone. 


The Story of PYCMALION, andthe STATE, 
By Mr. DRYDEN. 

Pygmalion loathing: their laſcivious Life, 
Abhorrd all Womankind, but moſt a Wife: 
So ſingle choſe to live, and ſhunn'd to wed, 
Well pleas'd to want a Conſort of his Bed, 
Yet fearing Idleneſs, the Nurſe of 111, 
In Sculpture exercis'd his happy Skill ; 
And carv'd in lv'ry ſuch a Maid, ſo fair, 
As Nature could not with his Art eompare, 
Were ſhe to work; but in her own Defence 
Muſt take her Pattern here, and copy hence, 
Fleas'd with his Idol, he commends, admires, 
n=: and laſt, the Thing ador'd, deſite s. 

A very Virgin in her Face was ſeen, 
And had ſhe mov'd, a living Maid had been: 
One wou'd have thought ſhe cou'd have fired, but 
With Modeſty, and was aſham'd to move. [foe 
Art hid with Art, ſo well paform'd the Cheat, 
It caught the Carver with his own Deceit: 
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| He knows; ts Madnefs, yet he muſt ad ore; 

aud fill the more he Kirows' it; loves the more: 

rhe Fleſh, or what fo ſeems, he touches oft 

which feels ſo ſtnooth; that he believes it ſoſt. 

Erd with this Thought, at once he firain'dthe Breaftz 

And on the Lips a burning Kiſs imprefs'd- 

'Tis true, the harden'd Breaſt refifts the tips 

and the cold Lips return a Kiſs untipe: 

zut when, retiring back, he look'd again, 

To think it IV'ry, was a Thought too mean: 

80 wou'd believe fe kiſs'd, and n more: 

Again embrac'd her naked Body o'er ; 

And ſtraining hard the Statue, was afraid” 

His Hands had made a Dint, and hurt his Maid: 

Explor'd het Limb by Limb, and fear'd to find 

bo rude a Gripe had left a livid Mark behind: 

With Flatt' ry now he ſeeks her Mind to move, 

And now with Gifts, (the pow'rful Bribes of Love:) 

Be furniſhes her Cloſet firſt; and fills: | 

The ctowded Shelves' with Rarities of Shells ; 

Adds Orient Pearls, which from the Conchs he drew, 

And all the ſparkling Stones of various Hue: 

And Parrots, imitating Human Tongue, 

And Siuging-birds in Silver Cages hung; 

| Ard ev'ry fragrant Flow'r, and od'rous Green 
Were ſorted well, with Lumps of Amber laid between: 
Rich faſhionable Robes her Perfon deck, 
Pendants her Ears, and pearls adorn her Neck : 

| Her taper'd Fingers too with Rings are grac'd, 

| Andanembroider'd Zone ſurrounds her lender Waſte: 


1718 Ov1D's Metamorpboſes. Bock X. 


Thus like a Queen artay'd, ſo richly dreſs'g, 
Beauteous ſhe ſhew'd, but naked ſhew'd the beg, 
Then, from the Floor, he rais'd a Royal Bed, 
With Cov' rings of Sydenian Purple ſpread : 
The ſolemn Rites perform'd, he calls her Bride, 
With Blandiſhments invites her to his Side; 
And as ſhe were with vital Senſe poſſeſs'd, 
Her Head did on a plumy Pillow reſt. 
The Feaſt of Venus came, a ſolemn Day, 
To which the Cypriots due Devotion pay; 
With gilded Horns the Milk-white Heifers led, 
| Slaughter'd before the ſacred Altars, bled: 
Pygmalion off ring, fixſt, approach'd the Shrine, 
And then with Pray'rs implor'd the Pow rs. Divine; 
Almighty Gods, if all we Mortals want, 
If all.we can require, be yours to grant; 
Make this fair Statue mine, he wou'd have aid, 
But chang'd his Words for Shame; and only pray'd, 
Give me the Likeneſs of my Iv'ry Maid. 
The Golden Goddeſs, preſent at the Pray'r, 
Well knew he meant th' inanimated Fair, 
And gaye the Sign of granting his Deſire; . 
For thrice in chearful Flames aſcends the Fire. 
The Youth, returning to his Miſtreſs, hies, 5 
And impudent in Hope, with ardent Eyes, 5 
And beating Breaſt, by the dear Statue lies. 
He kiſſes hex white Lips, renews the Bliſs, 
And looks, and thinks they redden at the Kiſs; 
Me thought them warm before : Nor longer ſtays, 
But next his Hand on her hard Boſom lays: 
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Hard as it was, beginning to telent. 

1 ſeem'd, the Breaſt beneath his Fingers beat; : 

He felt again, his Fingers made a Print, | 

vas Fleſh, but Fleſh ſo firm, it coſe againſt the Diat; 2 
The pleaſing Task he fails not to renew; 

got, and more ſoft at ey'ry Touch it grew 3 

like pliant Wax, when chafing Hands reduee 
The former Maſs to Form, and frame for Uſe, 

Ke would believe, but yet is ſtill in Tons Jos 0 


And tries his Argument of Senſe again, 

nieſſes the Pulſe, and feels the leaping Vein, 
Convinc'd, o'erjoy'd, his ſtudied Thanks, and Praiſe | 
To her, who made the Miracle, he pays: 7 
Then Lips to Lips he join'd ; now freed from Fear, 
He found the Savour of the Kiſs ſincere: | 
At this the waken'd Image op'd her Eyes, /[prize. 
And yiew'd at once the Light, and Lover wah Sur- 
The Goddeſs preſent at the Match-ſhe made. 

$0 bleſs'd the Bed, ſuch Fruitfulneſs convey d, 

That e'te ten Months had ſharpen'd either Horn, 
To crown their Bliſs, a lovely Boy was born; 

aao his Name, who grown to Manhood, wall'd 
me City Paphos, from the Founder call'd. 


The Story of cs, and Mygzna, 


Nor him alone produc' d the fruitful Queen; 

| But dinyras, who like his Sire had been 

| A happy Prince, had he not been a Sire. 
Daughters, and Fathers from my Song retize 5 
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1 ſing of Horror; and, could J prevail, 500 
You fhou'd not hear, or not believe my Tale. Ih 2 
Yet if the Pleaſure of my Song be ſuch, le G 
That you will hear, and credit me too much, Tron 
Attentive liſten to the laſt Event, | And 
And with the Sin believe the Puniſiment : But ! 
Since Nature con*d behold ſo dire a Crime, x Thi 
I gratulate at leaſt my Native Clime, Whi 
That ſuch a Land; which ſuch a Monſter bote, Mat 
Fo far is diſtant from our Thracian Shore. The 


Let Araby extol her happy Coaſt, 

Her Cinamon, and ſweet Amomum boaſt, 

Her fragrant Flow'rs, her Trees with precious Tears, 

Her ſecond Harveſts, and her double Years; 

How can the Land be cald ſo bleſs d that Myrrhe 
bears? | 

Nor all her od'rous Tears can cleanſe her Crime, 

Her Plant alone deforms the happy Clime: 

cupid denies to have inflam d thy Heart, 

Diſewns thy Love, and vindicates his Dart : 

Some Fury gave thee thoſe infernal Pains, 

And ſhot her venom'd Vipers in thy Veins. 

To hate thy Sire, had merited a Cutſe ; 

But ſuch an impious Love deſerv'd a worſe, 

The aecighb'ring Monarchs, by thy Beauty led, 

Contend in Crowds, ambitious of thy Bed: 

The World is at thy Choice ; except but one, 

Except but him, thou canſt not chuſe, alone. 

She knew it too, the miſerable Maid, ; 


E're impious Love her better Thoughts betray'd, 
And thus within her ene Saul the ſaid; 


i 


what Piety forbids the luſty Ram, 


| The Hen is free to wed the Chick the bore; 


Too buſie Senates, with an Over- care | 
To make us better than our Kind can bear, 


And ſtraining up too high, have ſpoil'd the Cauſe, 
let ſome wiſe Nations break their cruel Chains, 
And on no Laws; but thoſe which Love ordains 3 
Where happy Daughters with their Sites are _ 
And Piety is doubly paid in Kind. 

O that 1 had been born in ſuch a Clime, 

Not here, where 'tis the Country makes the Crime: 
| But whither won'd' my impious Fancy ſtray? 
Hence Hopes, and ye forbidden Thoughts away? 
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kh Myrrhe! whither 'wou'd thy Wiſhes tend 
je Gods, ye ſacred Laws, my Soul defend 
From ſuch a Crime as all Mankind deteſt,” 


And never lodg'd before in Human Breaſt! 


But is it Sin? Or makes my Mind alone 

Th! imagin'd Sin? For Nature makes it none. 
what Tyrant then theſe envious Laws began, 
Made not for any other Beaſt, but Man! 

The Father-Bull his Daughter may beftride, 

The Horſe may make his/Mother-Mare a N 


or more ſalacious Goat, to rut their Dam! 


And make a Husband, whom the hatch'd before. 
All Creatures elſe are of à happier Kind, 

Whom nor ill-natur'd Laws from Pleaſure bind, 

Nor Thoughts of Sin difturb their Peace of Mind, 

But Man a Slave of his own making lives; 

The Fool denies himſelf what Nature gives: 


Have daſh'd a Spice of Envy in the Laws, 
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His Worth deſerves to kindle my Deſires; 

But with the Love, that Daughters bear to Sites. 
Then had not Cinyras my Father been, 

What hinder'd Myrrha's Hopes to be his Queen} 
But the Peryerſeneſs of my Fate is ſuch, 

That he's not mine, becauſe he's mine too much; 
Our Kindred-Blood debars a better Tie; 

He might be nearer, were he not ſo nigh; 

Eyes, and their Objects never muſt unite, 

Some Diſtance is requir'd to help the Sight: 
Fain wou'd I travel to ſome foreign Shore, 7 
Never to ſee my Native Country more, 
So might 1 to my ſelf my ſelf reſtore; 

So might my Mind theſe impious Thoughts remove, 
And ceaſing to behold, might ceaſe: to love. 
But ſtay 1 muſt, to feed my. famiſh'd Sight, 
To talk, to kiſs, and more, if more J might: 
More, impious Maid! What more canſt thou deſign, 
To make a monſtrous Mixture in thy Line, 
| And break all Statutes. Human and Divine! 
Can'ſt thou be call'd (to ſave thy wietched Life) 
Thy Mother's Rival, and thy Father's Wife? 
Confound ſo many ſacred Names in one, 

Thy Brother's Mother! Siſter to thy Son! 
And fear'ft thou not to ſee th' Infernal Bands, 
Their Heads with Snakes, with Torches arm'd theit 

Han ds; 

Full at thy Face th' avenging Brands to bear, 
And ſhake the Serpents from their hiſſing Hair? 
But thou in time th' incteaſing 111 controul, 
Not firſt debauch the Body by the Soul; 
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gcure the ſacred Quiet of thy Mind, | 
And keep the Sanctions Nature has deſign'd. 
gppoſe 1 ſhow'd attempt, th' Attempt were vain, 
No Thoughts like mine, his ſinleſs Soul profane; 
obſervant of the Right: and O that he 
Cou'd cure my. Madneſs, or be mad like me! 
Thus ſhe : But Cinyras, who daily ſees 
\ Crowd of noble Suitors at his Knees, 
Among ſo many, knew not whom. to chuſe, 
lneſolute to grant, or. to refuſe, 
| But having told their Names, enqui d of her 
Who pleas'd her beſt, and. whom ſhe would prefer, 
The bluſhing Maid ſtood ſilent with Surprize, 
And on her Father fix'd her ardent Eyes, 
And looking ſi gh'd, and as ſhe ſigh'd, began 
Round Tears to ſhed, that ſcalded as they ran. 
| The tender Sire, who ſaw her bluſh, and cry, 
Aſctib'd it all to- Maiden Modeſty, 
And dry'd the falling Drops, and yet more kind, . 
| WE Hc firoak'd her Checks, and holy Kiſſes join'd. 
| She felt a ſecrer Venom fire her Blood, 
And found more Pleaſure, than a Daughter ſhov'd 
| And ask'd again what Lover of the Crew | 
| She lik'd the beſt, the anſwer'd, One like you, 
| Miftaking what ſhe meant, her pious Will 
He prais'd, and bid her ſo continue fill ; 
| The Word of Pious heard, the bluſh'd with Shame 
| Of ſecret Guilt, and cou'd not bear the Name. 
was now the Mid of Night, when Slumbers cloſe 
Our Eyes, and ſooth our Cares with ſoft Repoſe; 


— 
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But no Repoſe .cou'd wretched: Myrrba find, 

Her Body rouling; as the roul'd her Ming; 
Mad with Defire,” ſhe ruminates her Sin, 

And wiſhes all her Wiſhes o'er again : 

Now ſhe deſpairs, and now reſolves to try; 
Wou'd not, and wou'd again, ſhe knows not why; 
Stops, and returns, makes and retrafts the vow; 


: | | 
Fain wou'd begin, but underſtands not how. 42 
As when a Pine is hew'd upon the Plains, ne 
And the laſt mortal. Stroke alone remains, \ 

3 3 Adj 

Lab ring in Pangs of Death, and threatning all, Fro! 

This way, and that ſhe nods. conſid' ring where to fall: 81d 
So Myrrha's Mind, impell d on either Side, 


Takes ev'ry Bent, but cannot long abide; 
Irreſolute on which the ſhou'd relie, 

At laſt, unfix' d in all, is only fix'd to die. 

On that ſad Thought ſhe: reſts, reſoly'd on Death, 
She riſes, and prepares to choak her Breath: 
Then while about the Beam her Zone the ties, 
Dear Cinyras farewell, ſhe ſoftly cries; 

For thee 1 die, and only with to be 

Not hated, when thou know'ſt I die for thee: 

Pardon the Crime, in Pity to the Cauſe: 

This.ſaid, about her Neck the Nooſe the draws. 

The Nurſe, who lay without, her faithful Guard, 

Though not the Words, the Murmurs over-heard, 

AndSighs, and hollow Sounds :Surpriz'd with Fright, 

She ſtarts, and leaves her Bed, and ſprings a Light; 

Unlocks the Door; and entring out of Breath, 
The Dying ſaw, and Inſtruments of Death; 
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ke ſhrieks, Ne cuts the Zone-with trembling Haſte, 
and in her. Arms her fainting Charge embrac'd 5 
vert, (for he. now had Leiſure for her Tears) 

we weeping. ask d, in theſe her blooming dene Y 
Vhat uoforeſeen Misfortune caus d her Care, 
To loath her Life, and languiſh in Deſpair! 

The Maid, with down caſt Eyes, and mute wich Giief 
For Death unfiniſh'd,) aud ill-tim d Relief, 
Stood ſullen to her Suit: The - Beldume W 


Ye more to know. and bar d her wither'd- . 


jur d her by the kindly Food the dre, 
thoſe dry F ounts, her ſecret Ill to ſhew. 
dad Myrrha ſigh' d, and turn d her Eyes aſide: 
The Nurſe, RilL,urg'd, and wou'd not be deny d: 
Not only promis'd Serteſie, but pray d | 
he might have Leave to give her offer d Aid. 
Cood - will, the, ſaid, my want of Strength ſupplies, 
And Diligence ſhall give what: Age denies: 
If ſtrong Deſires thy Mind to Fury move, 
With. Charms, and Med eines 1 can cure thy RoW: 2 


| If envious Eyes their hurtful Rays have caſt, 


More pow'rful Verſe Mall Free thee from e : 
If Heay'n offended; ſends-thee this: Difeaſe, 

Offended Heay'n with Pray'rs we can appeaſe. 

What then. remains, that can theſe. Cares Procure? 


| Thy Houſe is flouriſhing, thy Fortune ſure: - 


Thy careful Mother yet in Health ſurvives, 
And, to thy Comfort, thy kind Eather, lives. 


The Virgin ſtarted at her Fathers Name. 


Aud fig d. profoundly, conſcious of the Shame: 


b I 
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Nor yet the Nurſe her impious Love divin'd, 
But yet ſurmis'd that Love diſturb'd her Mind: 
Thus thinking, ſhe purſu'd her Point, and laid, 
And lull'd within her Lap the mourning Maid; 
Then ſoftly ſooth'd her thus; I gueſs your Grief, o ha 
Tou love, my Child; your Love ſhall find Relief. WW Then 
My. long-experienc'd Age ſhall be your Guide; 

Rely on that, and lay Diſtruſt aſide: gu 
No Breath of Air ſhall on the Secret blow, 
Nor ſhall (what moſt you fear) your Father knoy, 
Struck once again, as with a Thunder clap, 
The guilty Virgin bounded from her Lap, 

And threw her Body proſtrate on the Bed, 

And, to conceal her Bluſhes, hid her Head; 
There ſilent lay, and warn'd her with her Hand 
To go: But ſhe receiv'd not the Command; 

Remaining ſtill importunate to know: 

Then Myrrha thus; Oz ask no more, or go; 

I prithee go, or ſtaying ſpare my Shame; 
What thou would'ſt hear, is impious ev'n to name. T 
At this, on high the Beldame holds her Hands, L 
And trembling both with Age, and Terror ſtands; ! 
Adjures, and falling at her Feet intreats, Threats, 

Sooths her with Blandiſhments, and frights with 
To tell the Crime intended, or diſcloſe 


*: 


What Part of it ſhe knew, if the no farther knows, 
And laſt; if conſcious to her Counſel made, 
Confirms anew the Promiſe of her Aid. 

Now Myrrha rais'd her Head; but ſoon oppreſs d 
With Shame, reclin'd it on her Nurſe's Breaſt; 
Bath'd it with Tears, and ſtrove to have confels'd: 


— 


On, 


| And cere“ Pow'r with ſecret Kites ador d: 
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mice ſhe began, and ſtopp'd; again the try'd; 

the falt'ring Tongue its Office ſtill deny'd. : 

kt laſt her Veil before her Face ſhe ſpread, 

uud drew a long. preluding Sigh, and ſaid, 

0 happy Mother, in thy Marriage-bed! 

Then groan'd, and ceas'd. TRY ä old Woman 
ſhook, | 

cif were her Eyes, and ghaſtly was her Lock: 

Her hoary Hair upright with Horror ſtood, 

Made (to her Grief) more knowing than the wou'd, 

Much ſhe reproach'd, and many things the ſaid, 

To cure the Madneſs of th* unhappy mn 

Iz vain: For Myrrha ſtood convict of III; 

Her Reaſon vanquiſn d, but unchang'd her w- 

Perverſe of Mind, unable to replyz m 

She ſtood reſolv'd, or to poſſeſs or die. 

At length the Fondneſs of a Nurſe prevail'd 


| Againſt her better Senſe, and Virtue fail'd : 


Enjoy, my Child, ſince ſuch is thy Deſire, 
Thy Love, the ſaid; the durſt not ſay, thy Sire: 
Live, though unhappy, live on any Terms 3 
Then with a ſecond Oath her Faith confirms, * 
The ſolemn Feaſt of Ceres now was near, 
When long white Linnen Stoles the Matrons wear; 
Rank'd in Proceſſion walk the pious Train, 
Off ring Firſt-fruits, and Spikes oß yellow Grain: 
For nine long Nights -the Nuptial-Bed they Gn, 
And ſanctifying Harveſt, lie alone. 2 | 
Mix'd with the Crowd, the Queen forſook her Lord, 
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The Royal. Gonch, nom vacant for a Time, 
The crafty Crone, officious in her Crime, 
The firſt Occaſion took : The. King the. found 
Eaſie with Wine, and deep in. Pleaſures drown', 
Prepar'd for Love: The Beldame blew the Flame, 
Confeſs d the Raſſion, but concęal d the Name, 
Her Form ſhe prais d; the Monarch ask'd her Years; 
And ſhe reply d, The fame thy AMyrrha bears, 
Wine, and commended Beauty fir'd. his Thought; 
Impatient, he cammands her to be brought, 
Pleas'd with her Charge perform' d, ſhe hies her home, 
And gratulates the Nymph, the Task was overcome 
Myrrha was joy d the welcome Nes to hear; 
But clog d with, Guilt, the Joy was unſincere: 
So various, ſo diſcordant is the Mind, 
That in our Will à diff cent Will we find. 
Ill ue preſag d, and yet purſu'd her. Luſt; 
For guilty Pleaſures give a double Guſt. 
*Twas Depth of Night: Arctophylax had driv'n 
Eis lazy, Wain, half round the Northern Heav'n, 
When Myrrha haſten dito the Crime deſir'd: 
The Moon beheld her. firſt, and firſt retir'd: 
The stars amaz d, ran backward from the Sight, 
And {ſhrunk within theit Sockets) loſt their Light. 
Icarius firſt withdraws his holy Flame: 
The Virgin, Sign, in Heav'n the ſecond Name, 
slides down the Belt, and from her Station flies, 
And Night with ſable Clouds involves the Skies. 
Bold Myrrha ſtill purſues hex black Intent; 
She ſtumbled thrice, (an Omen of th' Event ;) 
Thrice ſhriek d the Fun'ral Owl, yet on ſhe went, 
| _ Secure 
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tecure of Shame, becauſe ſecure of Sight; 

gyn baſhful Sins are impudent by Night. 

LinkdHandin Hand, th Accomplice, and the Dame, 
Their Way exploring, to the Chamber came: 

The Door was ope; they blindly grope their Way, 

Where dark in Bed th" expecting Monarch lay. 

Thus far her Courage held, but here forſakes ; 

Ker faint Knees knock at ey*ry Step ſhe makes. 

The nearer to her Crime, the more within 

the feels Remorſe, and Horror of her Sin; 

Kepents too late her criminal Deſire, | 

And wiſhes, that unknown the could retire. 

Her lingring thus, the Nurſe (who fear'd Delay 

The fatal Secret might at length betray). 

Pull'd forward, to compleat the Work begun, 

And ſaid to Cinyras, Receive thy own. 

Thus ſaying, ſhe deliver'd Kind to Kind, 

Accurs'd, and their devoted Bodies join'd. 

The Site, unknowing of the Crime, admits 

His Bowels, and profanes the hallow'd Sheets; 

He found the trembled, but believ'd the trove = 

With Maiden Modefty againſt her Love, (move. 0 

And ſought with flatt'ring Words vain Fancies to te- 

Perhaps he ſaid, My Daughter, ceaſe thy Fears, 

(Becauſe the Title ſuited with her Y ears;) 

And Father, ſhe might whiſper him Jgain, 

That Names might not be wanting to the Sin, 
Full of her Sire, the left th* inceſtuous Bed, 

And carry'd in her Womb the Crime the bred. 

Another, and another Night the came 

for frequent Sin had left no Senſe of Shame: 
Vo I. II. H 
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Till Cinyras deſir'd to ſee her Face, 
Whoſe Body he had held in cloſe Embrace, 
And brought a Taper; the Revealer, Light, 
Expos'd both Crime, and Criminal to Sight. 
Grief, Rage, Amazement, could no Speech afford, 
But from the Sheath he drew th' avenging Sword; 
The Guilty fled : The Benefit of Night, 
That favour'd firſt the Sin, ſecur d the Flight, 
Long wandring thro? the ſpacious Fields, ſhe bent 
Her Voyage to th' Arabian Continent ; 
Then paſs'd the Region which Panchaa join d, 
And flying, left the palmy Plains behind. 
Nine times the Moon had mew d her Horns; at lengi 
With Travel weary, unſupply'd with Strength, 
And with the Burden of her Womb oppreſs'd, 
Sabean Fields afford her needful Reſt : 
There, loathing Life, and yet of Death afraid, 
In Anguiſh of her Spirit, thus ſhe pray d. 
Ye Pow'rs, if any ſo propitious are 
T* accept my Penitence, and hear my Pray'r; 
Your Judgments, I confeſs, are juſtly ſent ; 
Great Sins deſerve as great a Puniſhment : 
Yet ſince my Life the Living will profane, 
And ſince my Death the happy Dead will ſtain, 
A middle State your Mercy may beftow, 
Betwixt the Realms above, and thoſe below: 
Some other Form to wretched Myrrha give, 
Nor let her wholly die, nor wholly live. 

The Pray'rs of Fenitents are never vain 5 
At leaſt the did her laſt Requeſt obtain 


I noo oo tn. „ - Rh. - nw 
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For while ſhe ſpoke, the Ground began to riſe, 

And gather d round her Feet, her Legs, and Thighs ; 
Her Toes in Roots deſcend, and ſpreading wide, 

A firm Foundation for the Trunk provide: 

Her ſolid Bones convert to ſolid Wood, 

To Pith her Marrow, and to Sap her Blood: 

Her Arms are Boughs, her Fingers change their Kind, 
Her tender Skin is harden'd into Rind, 

And now the ring Tree her Womb inveſts, 

Now, ſhooting upwards til, invades her Breaſts, 
And ſhades the Neck; when weary with Delay, 

She ſunk her Head within, and met it half the way. 
And tho' with outward Shape ſhe loſt her Senſe, 

With bitter Tears ſhe wept her laſt Offence ; 

And ſtill ſhe weeps, nor ſheds her Tears in vain ; 
For ſtill the precious Drops her Name retain. 

Mean time the miſ-begotten Infant grows, 

And ripe for Birth, diſtends with deadly Throws 
The ſwelling Rind, with unavailing Strife, 

To leave the wooden Womb, and puſhes into Life. 
The Mother-Tree, as if oppreſs'd with Pain, 

Wriths here, and there, to break the Bark, in vain; 
And, like a lab'ring Woman, wou'd have pray'd, 
But wants a Voice to call Lucina's Aid: 

The bending Bole ſends out a hollow Sound, 

And trickling Tears fall thicker on the Ground, 

The mild Lucina came uncall'd, and ſtood Wood; 
Beidethe ſtrugling Bonghs, and heard the groaning 
| Thenreach'd her Midwife-Hand to ſpeed tne Throws, 


And ſpoke the pow'rful Spells, that Babes to eo 
diſcloſe. f | 


| H 2 
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The Bark divides, the living Load to free, 

And ſafe delivers the Convulſive Tree, 

The ceady Nymphs receive the crying Child, 
And waſh him in the Tears the Parent Plant difſtil', 


They ſwath'd him with theirScarfs; beneath him ſpread | 


The Ground with Herbs; with Roſes rais'd his Head. 
The lovely Babe was born with ev'ry Grace, 
Ev'n Envy muſt have prais'd ſo fair a Face: 
Such was his Form, as Painters when they ſhow 
Their utmoſt Art, on naked Loves beſtoy : 

And that their Arms no Diff*rence might betray, 
Give him a Bow, or his from C#pid take away. 
Time glides along with undiſcover'd Haſte, 

The Future but a Length behind the Paſt ; 

So ſwift are Years. The Babe, whom juſt before 
His Grandſire got, and whom his Siſter bore; 
The Drop, the Thing, which late the Tree inclos, 
And late the yawning Bark to Life ,expos'd ; 

A Babe, a Boy, a beauteous Youth appears, | 
And lovelier than himſelf at riper Years. 

Now to the Queen of Love he gave Deſires, 
And, with her Pains, reveng'd his Mother's Fites, 


The Story of VENUS and ADONIS. 


By Mr, FEvsDen. 


For Otherta's Lips while cu pie preſt, 
He with a heedleſs Arrow raz'd her Breaſt. 
The Goddeſs felt it, and with Fury ſtung, 
The wanton Miſchief from her Boſom flung: 
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let thought at firſt the Danger light, but found 

The Dart too faithful, and too deep the Wound. 

rird with a mortal Beauty, the diſdains 

To haunt th* Idalian Mount, or Phrygian Plains. 

the ſeeks not chidos, nor her Paphian Shrines, 

Not Amathus, that teems with brazen Mines: 

Iyn Heav'n itſelf with all its Sweets unſought, 

Adonis far a ſweeter Heav'n is thought, 

on him ſhe hangs, and fonds with ev'ry Art, 

And never, never knows from him to part. 

She, whoſe ſoft Limbs had only been diſplay'd 

on roſie Beds beneath the Myrtle Shade, 

Whoſe pleaſing Care was to improve each Grace, 

And add more Charms to an unrival'd Face, 

Now buskin'd, like the Virgin Huntreſs, goes 

Thro' Woods, and pathleſs Wilds, and Mountains 
Snows. TW 

With her own tuneful Voice ſhe joys to cheer 

The panting Hounds, that chace the flying Deer. 

She runs the Labyrinth of fearful Hares, 

But featteſs Beaſts, and dang rous Prey forbears: - 

Hunts not the grinning Wolf, or foamy Boar, 

And trembles at the Lion's hungry Roar. 

Thee too, Adonis, with a Lover's Care 

She warns, if warn'd thou wou'dſt avoid the Snares 

To furious Animals advance not nigh, 

Fly thoſe that follow, follow thoſe that fly; : 

'Tis Chance alone muſt the. Survivors ſave, . 

Whene'er. brave Spirits will attempt the Brave. 

0: lovely.Youth! in harmleſs Sports delight ; 

P:ovoke not Beaſts, which, arm'd by Nature, fight, 

| H 3- 
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For me, if not thy ſelf, vouchſafe to fear; 
Let not thy Thirſt of Glory coſt me dear. 
Boars know not how to ſpare a blooming Age; 
No ſparkling Eyes can ſooth the Lion's Rage, 
Not all thy Charms a ſavage Breaſt can moye, 
Which have ſo deeply touch'd the Queen of Lope. 
When briſtled Bears from beaten Thickets ſpring, 
In grinded Tusks a Thunderbolt they bring. 
The daring Hunters Lions rouz'd devour, 
Vaſt is their Fury, and as vaſt their Pow'r: 
Curſt be their tawny Race! If thou would'ſt hear 
What kindled thus my Hate; then lend an Eat; 
The wond'rous Tale I will to thee unfold, 

How the fell Monſters roſe from Crimes: of old. 
But by long Toils I faint : See! wide-diſplay'd, 
A grateful Poplar courts us.with a Shade, 

The grafly Turf, beneath, ſo verdant ſhows, | 
We may ſecure delightfully repoſe. 

With her Adonis here be Venus bleſt; 

And ſwift at once the Graſs, and him the preſt. 
Then ſweetly ſmiling, with a raptur'd Mind, 
On his lov'd Boſom ſhe her Head reclin d, 
And thus began; but mindful ill of Bliſs, 
Seal'd the ſoft Accents with a ſofter Kiſs. 

Perhaps thou may'ſt have heard a Virgin's Name, 
Who till in Swifneſs ſwifteſt Youths o'ercame. | 
Wondrous! that female Weakneſs ſhould outdo 
A manly Strength; the Wonder yet is true. 

*Twas doubtful, if her Triumphs in the Field 
Did to her Form's triumphant Gloiies yield; 
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chether her. Face could with more Eaſe decoy 

1 Crowd of Lovers, or her Feet deſtroy. 

For once Apollo ſhe implor'd to ſhow 

f courteous Fates a Conſort would allow: 

4 Conſort brings thy Ruin, he reply d; 

0' learn to want the Pleaſures of a Bride! 

Not ſhalt thou want them to thy wretched Coſt, 
and Atalanta living ſhall be loſt. 

with ſuch a rueful Fate th' affrighted Maid 

Sought green Receſſes in the wood- land Glade; 

Not ſighing Suiters her Reſolves could move, 

She bad them ſhow their Speed, to ſhow their Love. 
ne only, who could conquer in the Race, 

Might hope the conquer'd Virgin to embrace; 
While he, whoſe tardy Feet had lagg'd behind, 

Was doom'd the ſad Reward of Death to find. 
Tho' great the Prize, yet rigid the Dectee, 


| But blind with Beauty, who can Rigour ſee? 


Ey'n on theſe Laws the Fair they raſhly ſought, 


| And Danger in Exceſs of Love forgot. 


There ſat Hippomenes, prepar'd to blame 
In Lovers ſuch Extravagance of Flame. 


And muſt, he ſaid, the Bleſſing of a Wife 


Be dearly purchas'd by a Risk of Life ? 
But when he ſaw the Wonders of her Face, 


And her Limbs naked, ſpringing to the Race, 
Her Limbs, as exquiſitely turn d, as mine, 


Or if a Woman thou, might vie with thine, 

With lifted Hands, he cry'd, forgive the Tongue 
Which durſt, ye Youths, your well-tim'd Courage 
wrong, 
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knew not, that the Nymph for whom you ſtrove, 
Deſery'd th* unbounded Tranſports of your Love. 

| He ſaw, admir'd, and thus her ſpotleſs Frame 
; He prais'd, and praiſing, kindled his own Flame, 

| A Riyal now to all the Youths, who run, 

 Envious, he fears, they ſhould not be undone, 
But why (reflects he) idly thus is ſhown 

K The Fate of others, vet unt:y'd my own? 


The Coward muſt not on Love's Aid depend; ile 

The God was ever to the Bold a Friend. Th 

Mean time the Virgin flies, or ſeems to fly, | if 

1 Swift as a Scythian Arrow cleaves the Sky : W 
Sall more, and more the Youth her Charms admirey I. 

The Race it ſeif t' exalt her Charms conſpites. U 

The golden Pinions, which her Feet adorn, $ 

In wanton Flutt'rings by the Winds are born, N 


Down from her Head, the long, fair Treſſes flow, 

And ſport with lovely Negligence below. 

The waving Ribbands, which her Buskins tie, 

Her ſnowy Skin with waving Purple die; 

As crimſon Veils,in Palaces diſplay'd, 

To the white Marble lend a bluſhing Shade. 

Nor long he gaz'd, yet while he gaz'd, the gain's 

The Goal, and the victorious Wreath obtain'd. 

The Vanquiſh'd ſigh, and as the Law decreed, 

Pay the dire Forfeit, and prepare to bleed. 
Then roſe Hippomenes, not yet afraid, 

And fix'd his Eyes full on the beauteous Maid. 

Where is (he cry'd) the mighty Conqueſt won, 

To diſtance thoſe, who want the Netyes to run! 
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Here prove ſuperior Strength, nor ſhall it be 
Thy Loſs of Glory, if excell'd by me. 
xigh my Deſcent, near Neptune J aſpire, 
For Neptune was Grand-Parent to my Sire. | 
From that great God the fourth- my ſelf Itrace, 
Nor fink my Virtues-yet beneath my Race. 
Thou from Hippomenes, olercome, may'ſt claim 
An envy'd Triumph, and a deathleſs Fame. 
While thus the Youth the Virgin's Power defies, 
Silent ſhe views him ſtill with ſofter Ey es. 
Thoughts in her- Breaſt a doubtful Strife begin, 
If 'tis not happier new to loſe, than win. 
What Gog, a Foe to Beauty, would deſtroy 
The promis'd Ripeneſs of this blooming Boy? 
With his Life's Danger does he ſeek my Bed? - 
Scarce am I half ſo greatly worth, the ſaid. - 
Nor has his Beauty mov'd my Breaſt to love, 
And yet, 1 own, ſuch Beauty well might move: 
"Tis not his Charms, *tis Pity would engage 
My Soul to ſpare the Greeneſs of his Age. 
What, that heroick Courage fires his Breaſt, 
And ſhines thro* brave Diſdain of Fate confeſt? 
What, that his Patronage by cloſe Degrees 
| Springs from th* imperial Ruler of the Seas? 
Then add the Love, which bids him undertake 
The Race, and dare to periſh for my ſake. 
Of bloody Nuptials, heedleſs Youth, beware! 
Fly, timely fly from a too barb'rous Fair. 
At Pleaſure chuſe; thy Love will be repaid 
By aleſs fooliſh, and more beaureous Maid. 
H 5 
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But why this Tenderneſs, before unknown? 
Why beats, and pants my Breaſt for him alone: 


His Eyes have ſeen his num'rous Riyak yield, 


Let him too ſhare the Rigour of the Field, 
Since by their Fates untaught, his own he court, 
And thus with Ruin inſolently ſports. 


Yet for what Crime ſhall he his Death receive! 


s it a Crime with me to wiſh to live? 

Shall his kind Paſſion his Deſtruction prove? 

Is this the fatal Recompence of Love? 

So fair a Youth, deſtroy'd, would Conqueſt ſhame, 
And Nymphs eternally deteſt my Fame, 

Still why mould Nymphs my guiltleſs Fame upbraid 
Did 1 the fond Adventurer perſuade? 

Alas! I wiſh thou would'ſt the Coutſe decline, 
Or that my Swiftneſs was excell'd by thine, 

See! what a Virgin's Bloom adorns the Boy! 
Why wilt thou run, and why thy ſelf deſtroy? 


- Hippomenes | O that I ne'er had been 


By thoſe bright Eyes unfortunately ſeen ! 
Ah! tempt not thus a ſwift, untimely Fate; 
Thy Life is worthy of the longeſt Date. 
Were I leſs wretched, did the galling Chain 
Of rigid Gods not my free Choice reſtrain, 
By thee alone I could with Joy be led 
To tafte the Raptures of a Nuptial Bed. 
Thus ſhe diſclos'd the Woman's ſecret Heart, 
Young , innocent and new to Cupid's Dart. 
Her Thoughts, her Words, her Actions wildly rove, 


Wh Love te burns, yet knows not that tis Love. 
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fer Royal Sire now with the murm' ring Crowd 
pemands the Race impatiently aloud. 

Hijpomenes then with true Fervour pray'd, 
xy bold Attempt let Venus kindly aid. 

zy her ſweet Pow 'r 1 felt this am' rous Fire, 

till may ſhe ſuccour, whom the did inſpire. 

A ſoft, unenvious Wind, with ſpeedy Care, 
wafted to Heay'n the Lover's tender Pray' r. 
ny, I own, ſoon gain'd the wiſt'd. Conſent, 
And all th? Aſſiſtance he implor'd I lent. 
The Cyprian Lands, tho" rich, in Richneſs yield, 
To that, ſurnam'd the Tamaſenian Field. 
That Field of old was added to my Shrine, 
And its choice Products conſecrated mine. 
A Tree there ſtands, full glorious to behold, 
Gold are the Leafs, the crackling Branches Gold; 
It ehanc'd, three Apples in my Hand I bore, 
Which newly from the Tree I ſportive tore; 
| Seen by the Touth alone, to him I brought, 
The Fruit, and when, and how to uſe it, taught. 
The Signal ſounding by the King's Command, 
Both ſtart at once, and ſweep th* unprinted Sand. 
So ſwiftly move their Feet, they might with Eaſe, 
| Scatce moiſten d, skim along the glaſſie Seas; 
Or with a wondrous Levity be born 
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0'er yellow Harveſts of unbending Corn. 
Nou fav'ring Peals reſound from ev'ry Part, 
Spirit the Youth, and fire his fainting Heart. 
| Hippomenes (they cry' d) thy Life preſerve, 
utenſely labous, and ftxetch ev'ry Nerve. 

a N 6 
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Baſe-Fear alone can baffle thy Deſign, 

Shoot boldly onward, and the Goal is thine, 

*Tis doubtful whether Shouts, like theſe, conyeyd 
More Pleaſures to the Youth, or to the Maid. 
When a long Diſtance oft ſhe could have gain, 
She check d her Swiftneſs, and her Feet reftrain'g: 
She ſigh'd, and dwelt, and languiſh'd on his Face, 
Then with unwilling Speed purſu'd the Race. 
O'er ſpent with Heat, his Breath he faintly drey, 
Parch'd was his Mouth, nor yet the Goal in vien, 
Andithe firſt Apple on the Plain he threw. 

The Nymph ſtop'd ſudden at th' unuſual Sight, 
Struck with the Fruit ſo beautifully bright, 

Aſide fie ſtarts, the Wonder to behold, 

And eager ſtoops to catch the rouling Gold, 

Th obſervant Youth paſt by, and ſcourd along, 
While Peals of Joy rung from th” applauding Throng 
Unkindly ſhe corrects the ſhort Delay, 

And to redeem the Time fleets ſwift away, 
Swift, as the Lightning, or the. Northern Wind, 
And far ſhe leaves the panting Youth behind. | 
Again he ſtrives the flying Nymph to hold 

With the Temptation of the ſecond Gold: 
The bright Temptation fruitleſly was toſt, 

So ſoon, alas! ſhe won the Diſtance loſt, 

Now but à little Interval of. Space. 
Remain'd for the Deciſion of the Race. 
Fair Author of the precious Gift, he ſaid, 
Be thou, O Goddeſs, Author of my Aid! 
Then of the ſhining Fruit the laſt he drew, 
Jad. with his full collected Vigour thiew.3. 
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The virgin ſtill the longer to detain, 

Thtew not directly, bat a-croſs the Plain, 

the ſeem'd a-while perplex d in dubious Thought, 

if the far-diſtant Apple ſhould be ſought - 

I lur'd. her backward Mind to ſeize the Bait, 

And to the maſſie Gold gave double Weight. 

My Favour to my Votary was ſhow'd,. 

Her Speed I leſſen'd, and encreas' d her 9 up . 
But leaſt, tho“ long, the rapid. Race be run, 5 


zefore my longer, tedious Tale is done, 

The Youth the Goal, and ſo the Virgin won, 
Might I, Adonis, now not hope to ſee 

His grateful Thanks pour'd out for victory? 

His pious Incenſe on my Altars laid? 

| But.he nor grateful Thanks, nor Incenſe paid. 

Enrag'd I vow'd, that with. the Louth the Fair, 

For his Contempt, ſhould my keen Vengeance ſhare; 

That future Lovers might my Pow'r revere, 

And from their ſad Examples learn to fear. 

The filent Fanes, the ſanRify'd Abodes 

| Of Cybele, great Mother of the Gods, 

Rais'd by Echion in. a lonely Wood, 

And full of brown, religious Horror ſtood. 

By a long painful Journey faint, they choſe _ 

Their weary Limbs here ſecret to repoſe. 

But ſoon my. Pow'r inflam'd the luſtful Boy, 

Careleſs of Reſt he. ſought untimely Joy. 

A hallow'd, gloomy. Cave, with. Moſs ober- grown, 

The Temple joyn'd, of native Pnmice-ſtone, 

Where antique Images by Prieſts were kept. 

aud vooden Denies ſecurely ſlegt. 


Thither the raſſ Hippomenes retires, 
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And gives a Looſe to all his wild Defires, 

And the chaſte Cell pollutes with wanton Fires, 
The ſacred Statues trembled with Surprize, 

The tow'ry Goddeſs, bluſhing, veil'd her Eyes; 
And the lewd Pair to Stygian Sounds had ſent, 
But unrevengeful ſeem'd that Puniſhment. 

A heavier Doom ſuch black Prophaneneſs draus, 
Their taper Fingers turn to crooked Pays, 

No more their Necks the Smoothneſs can retain, 
Now cover'd ſudden with a yellow Mane. Fa 
Arms change to Legs: Each finds the hard'ning Brea Neal 
Of Rage unknown, and wond' rous Strength poſſeſt, And 
Their alter'd Looks with Fury grim appear, * 
And on the Ground their bruſhing Tails they hear Anc 
They haunt the Woods: Their Voices, which before 4 
Were muſically ſweet, now hoarſly roar. 1 


Hence Lions, dreadful to the lab' ring Swains, wy 
Are tam'd by Cbele, and curb'd with Reins, Th 
And humbly draw her Car along the Plains. 10 
But thou, Adonis, my delightful Care, Me 
Of theſe, and Beaſts, as fierce as theſe, beware! Fe 
The Savage, which not ſhuns thee, timely &un, 
For by raſh Proweſs ſhould'ſt thou be undone, , 
A double Ruin is contain'd in one. 3 
Thus cautious Venus ſchooPd her fav'rite Boy, 4 
But youthful Heat all Cautions will deſtroy. A 
nis ſprightly Soul beyond grave Counſels flies, : 
- While with yok'd Swans the Goddeſs cuts the Skies, 2 
His faithful Hounds, led by the tainted Wind, : 


Lodg'd in thick Coverts chanc'd a Boat to find, 
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the callow Hero now d a many Heart, 

uud piete d the Savage with a fide-long Daxt. 

the flying Savage, wounded, turd again, 

Wrench'd' out the gory Dart, and foam'd with Pain. 

the trembling Boy by Flight his Safety ſought, 

4nd now tecall'd the Lore, which Venut taught: 

zut now too late to fly the Boar he ſtrove, 

who in the Groin his Tusks impetuous drove, 

on the diſcolourd Gtaſs Adonis lay, 

The Monſter trampling o er his beauteous Prey. 
Fair' Cyther#ag. Cyprus ſcarce in view, 

Heard from afar his Groans, and own'd them 8 

And turn d her ſnowy Swans, and backward flew. 

But as ſhe ſaw him gaſp his lateſt Breath, 

And quiy*rinig agonize in Pangs of Death, 

Down with ſwift Flight ſhe plung'd, nor Rage forbote, 

At once her Garments, and her Hair the tore. 

wich cruel Blows the beat her guiltleſs Breaft, 

The Fates upbraided, and her Love confeſt. 

Nor mall they yet (ſhe cry'd) the Whole devour 

With uncontroul'd, inexorable Pow'r: 

For thee, loſt Youth, ' my Tears and reftleſs Pain 

Shall in immortal Monuments remain, 

With ſolemn Pomp in annual Rites return 'd, 

Ze thou for ever, my Adonis, mourn'd. 

Could Plato's Queen with jealous Fury ſtorm, 

And Menthe to a fragrant Herb transform 2 

| Tet dates not Venus with a Change ſurpriſe, 

And in a Flow'r bid her falPn Hero riſe? | 

Then on the Blood ſweet Nectar ſhe beſtows, 

The ſcented Blood in little Bubbles roſe : 
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Little, as rainy Drops, which fluttring fly, 

Born by the Winds, along a low'ring Sky. 
Short time enſu'd, till where the Blood was fiel, 

A Flow'r began to rear its purple Head: 

Such, as on Punick Apples is reveal'd, 

Or in the filmy Rind but half conceal. 

still here the Fate of lovely Forms we ſee, 

So ſudden fades the ſweet Anemonie. 

The feeble Stems, to ſtormy Blaſts a Prey, 

Their ſickly Beauties droop, and pine away, 

The Winds forbid the Flow'rs to flouriſ long, 

Which owe to Winds their Names in Greecian dong 
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920 * while the Thracian Bard's en> 
& chanting Stain 

Soooths Beaſts, and Woods, and all LE” 
ROE DE the liſt'ning Plain, 

En $5 The Female Ha, deroutly 

mad, 

2 fhaggy Skins, like ſavage Greatures clad, 

abling in Air perceiw'd his lovely Lay, 

nd from a ribng Ground beheld him play, - 

hen one, the wildeſt; with diſheveld Hair, - 

hat looſely ſtream'd, and ruffled in the Air; 
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Soon as her frantick Eye the Lyriſt ſpy'q, 
See, ſee! the Hater of our Sex, ſhe cry'd. 
Then ct his Face her miſlive Javelin ſent, 
Which whiz'd along, and bruſkt him as it went; 
But the ſoft Wreaths of Ivy twiſted round, 
Prevent a deep Impreſſion of the Wound. 
Another, for a Weapon, hurls a Stone, 
Which, by the Sound ſubdu'd as ſoon as thrown, 
Falls at his Feet, and with a ſeeming Senſe 
Implores his Pardon for its late Offence, | 
But now their frantick Rage unbounded growy,. 
Turns all to Madneſs, and no Meaſure knows; N 
Yet this the Charms of Muſick might ſubdue, Ng 
But that, with all its Charms, is conquer d too; 
In. louder Strains their hideous Yellings riſe, 
And ſqueaking Horn- pipes eccho thro? the Skies, 
Which, in hoarſe Conſort with the Drum, confount 
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The moving Lyre, and ev'ry gentle Sound: 5 
Then *twas the deafen'd. Stones flew an with Speed kn 


And ſaw, unſooth'd, their tuneful Poet bleed, 
The Birds, the Beaſts, and all the Savage Crew: ' 
Which the ſweet Lyriſt to Attention drew, 
Now, by the Female Mob's more furious Rage, 
Are driv'n, and forc'd to quit the ſhady Stage. 
Next their fierce Hands the Bard himſelf aſſail, 
Nor can his Song againſt their Wrath prevail: 
They flock, like Birds; when, in a cluſtring Flight 
By Day they chaſe. the. boding Fowl of Night, 
So, crowded Amphitheatres ſurvey 
The Stag to greedy Dogs a future Prey, 
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leit lteely Javelins, which ſoft Curls entwine 
budding Tendrils from the leafy Vine, 

ar ſacred Rites of mild Religion made, 

re fung promiſcuous at the Poet's Head. 

toſe Clods of Earth or Flints diſcharge, and Theſe 
ul prickly Branches lliver'd from the Trees. 

ad, leſt their Paſſion ſhou'd be unſupply'd, 

The tabble Crew, by chance, at Diſtance ſpy'd 
Where Oxen, ſtraining at the heavy Yoke, 

The fallow'd Field with flow Advances broke; 

Xigh which the brawny Peaſants dug the Soil, 
tocuring Food with long laboxiqus Toil. 

Theſe, when they ſaw the ranting Throng draw near, 
Quitted their Tools, and fled, ipoſſeſt with Fear. 
Long Spades, and Rakes of mighty Size were found, 
Cueleſiy left upon the broken Ground, 

With theſe the furious Lunaticks engage, 

And firſt the lab'ring Oxen feel their Rage; 

Then to the Poet they return with Speed, 

Whoſe Fate was, paſt Prevention, now decreed : 

In vain he lifts his ſuppliant Hands, in vain 

He tries, before, his never-failing Strain. 

And, from thoſe ſacred Lips, whoſe thrilling Sound 
Fietce Tigers, and inſenſate Rocks cou'd wound, 

Ah Gods! how- moving was the mournful Sight ! | 
To ſee the fleeting Soul now take its Fiight. 

Thee the ſoft Warblers of the feather'd Kind 
Bewail'd; for Thee thy ſavage Audience pin'd ; 
Thoſe Rocks and Woods that oft thy Strain had led, 
Mourn for their Charmer, and lament him dead', 
And drooping Trees their leafy Glories ſhed. I 


ent; 
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| Naids and Dryads with diſhevel'd Hait 
Promiſcuous weep, and Scarfs of Sable wear, 
Nor cou'd the River-Gods conceal their Moan, 
But with new Floods of Tears augment their Own 
His mangled Limbs lay ſcatter'd all aroung, | 
His Head, and Harp a better Fortune found; 
In Hebrus Streams they gently rouPd along, 
And ſooth'd the Waters with a mournful Song, Bac 
Soft deadly Notes the lifeleſs Tongue inſpire, of 0 
A jdoleful Tune ſounds from the floating Lyle; dect 
The hollow Banks in ſolemn Conſort mourn, Ert 
And the ſad Strain in ecchoing Groans return, The 
Now with the Current to the Sea they glide, 
Born by the Billows of the briny Tide; 


And driv'n where Waves round rocky Lesbos roar, Lik 
They ſtrand, and lodge upon Methymna's Shore, An 
But here, when landed on the foreign Soil, His 


A venom'd Snake, the Product of the Iſle, 

Attempts the Head, and facred Locks embru'd 

With clotted Gore, and ſtill freſh-dropping Blood, 

Phebss, at laſt, his kind Protection gives, 

And from the Fact the greedy Monſter drives: 

Whoſe marbled Jaws his impious Crime atone, 

Still grinning ghaſtly, tho* transform'd to Stone, 
His Ghoſt flies downward to the Srygian Shore, 

And knows the Places it had ſeen before: 

Among the Shadows of the pious Train 

He finds Exridice, and loves again; 

With Pleafure views the beauteous Phantom's Cham; 

And claſps her in his unſubſtantial Arms, 
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ere Side by Side they unmoleſted walk, 
1 paſs their bliſsful Hours in pleaſing Talk; 
or before the Bard ſecurely goes, 
ud, without Danger, can review his Spouſe, 
Wn, 


The THRACIAN Women transform'd ts 


Trees. 


bacchus, reſolving to revenge the Wrong, 

of 0rphews murder d, on the madding Throng, 
Decreed that each Accomplice Dame ſhould ſtand 
fix'd by the Roots along the conſcious Land. 

Their wicked Feet, that late ſo nimbly ran 

To wreak their Malice on the guiltleſs Man, 

Sudden with twilzed Ligatures were bound, 

like Trees, deep planted in the turfy Ground. 

And, as the Fowler with his ſubtle Gins, 

Bis feather'd Captives by the Feet entwines, 

That flutt' ring pant, and ſtruggle to get looſe, 

Tet only cloſer draw the fatal Nooſe; 

$ theſe were caught; and, as they ſtrove in vain 
To quit the Place, they bat increas'd their Pain. 
They flounce and toil, yet find themſelves controul'd, 
The Root, tho? pliant, toughly keeps its Held. 

In yain their Toes, and Feet they look to find, 

Por ev'n their ſhapely Legs are cloath'd with Rind, 
One ſmites her Thighs with a lamenting Stroke, 
And finds the Fleſh transform'd to ſolid Oak; 
Another, with Surprize, and Grief diſtreſt, 

Lays on above, but beats a wooden Breaſt, 
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Who to King Midas drag the Captive God, 


The King thro? Lydia's Fields young Bacchus ſouglit, 


A rugged Bark their ſofter Neck invades, 
Their branching Arms ſhoot up delightful Shades; 
At once they ſeem, and are a real Grove, 
With moſſy Trunks below, and verdant Leaves aborg 


The Fable of MiDas. * 

Nor this ſuffic'd ; the God's Diſguſt remains, M. 
And he reſolves to quit their hated Plains; He 
The Vineyards of Tymole ingroſs his Cate, To 
And, with a better Choir, he fixes there; b 


Where the ſmooth Streams of clear Pactolu, roll', Wi 
Then undiſtinguiſn'd for its Sands of Gold. 
The Satyrs with the Nymphs, his uſual Throng, 
Come to ſalute their God, and jovial danc d along 
Silenus only miſs'd; for while he reel'd, 
Feeble with Age, and Wine, about the Field, 
The hoary Drunkard had forgot his Way, 
And to the Phrygian Clowns became a Prey; 


While on his-totty Pate the Wreaths of Ivy nod, 
Midas from Orpheus had been taught his Lore, 

And knew the Kites of Bacchus long befote. - 

He, when he ſaw his venerable Gueſt, 

In Honour of the God ordain'd a Feaſt. 

Ten Days in Courſe, with each continu'd Night, 

Were ſpent in genial Mirth , and brisk Delight: 

Then on th* Eleventh, when with brighter Ray 

Phoſphoy had chac'd the fading Stars away, 


And to the God his Foſter Father brought, : 
5 = 2. Ys 
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Heas'd with the welcome Sight, he bids him ſoon 
zu name his Wiſh, and ſwears to grant the Boon. : 
A glotious Offer! yet but ill beſtow'd 
on him whoſe Choice ſo little Judgment ſhow'd. 
Cie me, ſays he, (nor thought he ask'd too much) 
That with my Body whereſoe' er I touch, | 
Chang'd from the Nature which it held of old, 
May be converted into yellow Gold. 
Ke had his Wiſh 3 but yet the God repin'd, 
To think the Fool no better Wiſh could find. 

But the brave King departed from the Place, 
With smiles of Gladneſs ſparkling in his Face; 
Nor could contain, but, as he took his Way, 
Inpatient longs to make the firſt Eſſay, 
Down from a lowly Branch a Twig he drew, 
The Twig ftrait glitter'd with' a golden Hue: 
He takes a Stone, the Stone was turn'd to Gold; 
A Clod he touches, and the crumbling Mold 
Ackndwledg'd ſoon the great transforming Pow'r, 
In Weight and Subſtance like a Maſs of Ore. 
He pluck'd the Corn, and ſtrait his Graſp appears 
Fil'd with a bending Tuft of Golden Ears. 
An Apple next he takes, and ſeems to hold 
The bright Heſperian vegetable Gold. 
His Hand he careleſs on a Pillar lays, 
With ſhining Gold the fluted Pillars blaze: 
And while he waſhes, as the Servants pour, 
His Touch converts the Stream to Danae's Show's. 
| To ſee theſe Miracles ſo finely wrought, 

Tires with tranſporting Joy his giddy Thought, 
A 7 
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The ready Slaves prepare a ſumptuous Board, her 
Spread with rich Dainties for their happy Lord; * 
Whoſe pow'rful Hands the Bread no ſooner hold, 


But its whole Subſtance is transform'd to Gold: = 
| To | 
Up to his Mouth he lifts the ſav'ry Meat, . 


Which turns to Gold as he attempts to eat: 
His Patron's noble Juice of purple Hue, * 
Touch'd by his Lips, a gilded Cordial grew; 

Vnfit for Drink, and wondrous to behold, 


It trickles from his Jaws a fluid Gold. 5 
The rich poor Fool, confounded with Surprize, \ 
Starving in all his various Plenty lies: Fa 
Sick of his Wiſh, he now deteſts the Pow'r, In 
For which he ask'd ſo earneſtly before; ar 
Amidſt his Gold with pinching Famine curſt; a} 
And juſtly tortur'd with an equal Thirſt. zu 
At laſt his ſhining Arms to Heav'n he rears, 
And in Diſtrefs, for Refuge, flies to Pray'rs. k 
O Father Bacchus, I have ſinn'd he cry'd, 1 
And fooliſhly thy gracious, Gift apply'd; 3 
Thy Pity now, repenting, I implore; 7 
Oh! may 1 feel the golden Plague no more. - 
The hungry Wretch, his Folly thus confeſt, . 
Touch'd the kind Deity 's good-natur'd Breaſt; 
The gentle God annull'd his firſt Decree, 7 
And from the eruel Compact ſet him free. , 
But then, to cleanſe him quite from further Harm, iy 


And to dilute the Relicks of the Charm, 
He bids him ſeek the Stream that cuts the Land 
Nigh where the Tow'rs of Lydian Sardis ſtand; 
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hen trace the River to the Fountain Head, | 
nd meet it rifing from it's rocky Bed; 
there, as the bubling Tide ponts- forth amain, 
70 plunge his Body in, and waſh away the Stain. 
The King inſtructed to the Fount retires, 
jut with the golden Charm the Stream inſpires : 
For while this Quality the Man forſakes, 
An equal Power the limpid Water takes; 
Informs with Veins of Gold the neighb'ring Land, 
And glides along a Bed of golden Sand. | 
Now loathing Wealth, th* Occafion of his Woes, 
Far in the Woods he fought a calm Repoſe; 
In Caves and Grottos, where the Nymphs reſort, 
And keep with Mountain Pan their Silvan Court. 
ah! had ke left his ftapid Soul behind! 
But his Condition alter'd not his Mind. 
For where high Tmolus rears his ſhady Brow, 
And from his Cliffs ſurveys the Seas below, 
In his Defcent, by Sardis bounded here, 
By the ſmall Confines of Hypapa there, 
Pan to the Nymphs his frolick Ditties play'd, 
Tuning his Reeds beneath the chequer d Shade. 
The Nymphs are pleas d, the boaſting Sylvan plays, 
And ſpeaks with Slight of great Apollo's Lays. _ 
Tmolus was Arbiter 3 the Boaſter ſtill 
Accepts the Tryal with unequal Skill. 
The venerable Judge was ſeated high | 

On his own Hill, that ſeem'd to touch the Sey. 
Above the whiſp*ring Trees his Head he rears, 
From their encumbring Bonghs to free his Ears; 

| „ 
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A Wreath of Oak alone his Temples bound, 


In me your Judge, ſays he, there's no Delay: 


Of that deprives him; and ſupplies the Place 


Book 
fix d. 
Flagg 
With 


The pendant Acorns looſely dangled round, 


Then bids the Goatherd God begin, and play. Kill 1 
Pan tun'd the Pipe, and with his rural Song He 
Pleas'd the low Taſte of all the vulgar Throng ; A pu 
Such Songs a vulgar Judgment moſtly pleaſe, Veils 
Midas was there, and Midas judg'd with theſe, The 
The Mountain Sire with grave Deportment.noy One 
To Phebus turns his venerable Brow ; lis 
And, as he turns, with him the liſtning Wood Th 
In the ſame Poſture of Attention ſtood. An 
The God his own Parnaſſian Laurel crown'd, Rel 
And in a Wreath his golden Treſſes bound, Th 
. Graceful his purple Mantle ſwept the Ground, * 
High on the Left his Iv'ry Lute he rais'd, Al 
The Lute, emboſs*d with glitt'ring Jewels, blaz'd, | 
In his right Hand he nicely held the Quill, | Fi 
His eaſy Poſture ſpoke a Maſter's Skill, | L 
The Strings. he touch'd with more than human Ar, p 
Which pleas d the Judge*sEar, and ſooth'd his Rein : 


Who ſoon judiciouſly the Palm decreed, | 
And to the Lute poſtpon'd the ſqueaking Reed, 
All, with Applauſe, the rightful Sentence. heath | 
. Midas alone diflatisfy" d appear d; | 
To him unjuſtly giv'n the Judgment ſeems, 
For Pan's barbarick Notes he moſt eſteems. 
The Lyrick God, who thought his untun'd Eat 
Deſery'd but ill a human Form to wear, 


With ſome more fit, and of an ampler Space 


. 
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fixd.on his Noddle an unſeemly Pair, 
llagging, and large, and full of whitiſh Hair; 
Without a total Change from what be was, 
Still in the Man preſerve the ſimple Aſs. 

He, to conceal the Scandal of the Deed, 
A purple Turbant folds. about his Head; 
Veils the Reproach from publick View, and fears 
The laughing World would ſpy his monſtrous Ears, 
One truſty Barber-Slave, that us'd to dreſs 
Ris Maſter's Hair, when lengthen'd to Exceſs, 

The mighty Secret knew, but knew alone, 
And, tho* impatient, durſt not make it known, 
Reſtleſs, at laſt, a private Place he found, 
Then dug a Hole, and told it to the Ground; 

In a low Whiſper he reveal'd the Caſe, 
And coyer'd in the Earth, and ſilent left the Place, 
In Time, of trembling Reeds a plenteous Crop 

From the confided Furrow ſprouted up; 

Which, high advancing with the ripening Tear, 
Made known the Tiller, and his fruitleſs Care: 
For then the ruſtling Blades, and whiſp'ring Wind, 
To tell th? important Secret, both combin'd, 


The Building of T R OY. 


Phebys, with full Revenge, from Tmolus flies, 
Darts thro” the Air, and cleaves the liquid skies; 


| Near Helleſpont he lights, and treads the Plains 


Where great Laomedon ſole Monarch reigns; 

Where, built between the two projecting Stiands, 

To Panomphean Fove an Altar ſtands, 
I 3 
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Here firſt aſpiring Thoughts the King employ, 
To found the lofty Tow'rs of future Troy, 
The Work, from Schemes magnificent begun, 
At vaſt Expence was flowly carry'd on: 
Which Phælus ſeeing, with the Trident. God 
Who gules the ſwelling Surges with his Nod, 
Aſſuming each a mortal Shape, combine 


At a ſet Price to finiſh his Deſign, | | 0 
The Work was built; the King their Price denies, - 
And his Injuftice backs with Perjuries, 5 
This Neptune cou'd not brook, but drove the Main, oa 
A mighty Deluge, o'er the Phrygian Plain; 1 
*Twas all a Sea; the Waters of the Deer a 
From ev'ry Vale the copious Harveſt ſweep; 5 


The briny Billows overflow the Soil, me 

Ravage the Fields, and mock the Plowman's Toi, M 
Nor this appeas'd the God's revengeful Mind, 0 

For ſtill a greater Plague remains behind; A 

A huge Sea-Monſter lodges on the Sands, 

And the King's Daughter for his Prey demands, J 

To him that ſav'd the Damſel, was deereed 

A Set of Horſes of the Sun's fine Breed: 

But when Alcides from the Rock uuty'd 

The trembling Fair, the Ranſom was deny'd. 

He, in Revenge, the new- built Walls atrack'd, 

And the twice-perjurd City bravely ſack'd. 

| Telamon aided, and in Juſtice ſhar'd 

Part of the Plunder as his due Reward: | 

The Princeſs, reſcu'd late, with all her Charms, 

Hefions was yielded to his Arms; 
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For Pelaut, with 3 Goddeſs Bride, was mote 
noud of his Spouſe, than of his Birth before : 
Grandſons to Fove there might be more than One, 
zu he the Goddeſs had enjoy'd alone. 


The Story of THET IS, azd.PELEUS, Ke. 


For Proteus thus to Virgin Thetis ſaid, 
fait Goddeſs of the Waves, conſent to wed, 
And take ſome ſpritely Lover to your Bed. 
A Son you'll have, the Terror of the Field, 
To whom in Fame, and Pow'r his Sire mall yield. 
ove, who ador'd the Nymph with boundleſs Love? 
| Did from his Breaſt the dangerous Flame remove. 
He knew the Fates, nor car' d to raiſe up One, 
Whoſe Fame and Greatneſs ſhould eclipſe his own, 
On happy Peleus he beſtow'd her Charms, 
And bleſs'd his Grandſon in the Goddeſs Arms: . 
A ſilent Creek Theſſalia's Coaſt can ſhow 5 
Tvo Arms project, and ſhape it like a Bow; 
would make a Bay, but the tranſparent Tide 
Does ſcarce the yellow-gravell'd Bottom hide; 
For the quick Eye may thro' the liquid Wave 
A firm unweedy level Beach perceive. 
A Grove of fragrant Myrtle near it grows, 
Whoſe Boughs, tho'-thick, a beauteous Grot diſcloſes : 
The well-wrought Fabrick, to diſceraing Eyes, 
Rather by Art than Nature ſeems to. riſe, 
A bridled Dolphin oft fair Thetis bore 
To this hgr.lov'd Retreat, her. fav!zite Share. 
14 
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Here Peleus ſeiz d her, ſlumbring while fe lay 
And urg'd his Suit with all that Love could 7 
But when he found her obſtinately coy, ü 
Reſolv'd to force her, and command the Joy; 
The Nymph, o'erpower'd, to Art for Succour Ale 
And various Shapes the eager Youth ſurprize: N 
A Bird ſhe ſeems, but plies her Wings in vain, 
His Hands the fleeting Subſtance Kill detain; 
A branchy Tree high'in the Air the grew ; 
About its'Bark his. nimble Arms he threy: 

A Tyger next ſhe glares with flaming Eyes; 


The frighten'd Lover quits his Hold, and flies; - Pe 
The Sea-Gods he with ſacred Rites adores, (81 
Ihen a Libation on the Ocean pours ; Mill 
While the fat Entrails crackle in the Fire, | And 
And Sheets of Smoak in ſweet Perfume aſpite; The 
Till Proteus riſing from his oozy Bed, | Tra 
Thus to the poor deſponding Lover ſaid: Wh 
No more in anxious Thoughts your Mind employ, A 
For yet you ſhall poſſeſs the dear expected Joy, | By 
You muſt once more th' unwary Nymph ſurptize, M 
As in her cooly Grot ſhe ſlumbring lies; f Fi 


Then bind her faſt with uncelenting Hands, 

And ſtrain her tender Limbs with knotted Bands, 

Still hold her under ev*ry difterent Shape, 

Till tir'd ſhe tries no longer to eſcape, 

Thus he : Then ſunk beneati the glaſſy Flood, 

And broken Accents flutter'd, where he ſtood, 
Bright So! had almoſt now his Journey done, 

And down the ſteepy weſtern Convex run; 


— 
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den the fair Nereid left the briny Wave, 

id, as be us d, retreated to her Cave. 

he ſcarce had bound her faſt, when the aroſe, 

id into various Shapes her Body throws: 

be went to move her Arms, and found *emty'd ;7 

Then with a Sigh, Some God aſſiſts ye, cry'd, > 
4rd in her proper Shape ſtood bluſhing by his 100 
About her Waiſte his longing Arms he flung, + 
nom which Embrace the Great Achilles ſprung. 


The n of D. E DALION. 


peleas unmix'd Felicity enjoy'd; | 

(Bleſt in a valiant Son, and virtuous Bride) 

Till Fortune did in Blood his Hands imbrue, 

And his own Brother by curſt Chance he flew : 
Then driv'n from Theſſaly, his native Clime, 
Trachinia fixſt gave Shelter to his Crime; 

Where peaceful Ceyx mildly fill'd the Throne, 
And like his Sire, the Morning Planet, ſhone ; 

But now, unlike himſelf, bedew'd with Tears, - 1 
Mourning a Brother loſt, his Brow appears. 

Firſt to the Town with Travel ſpent, and Cate, 
altas, and his ſmall Company repair: 

HisHerds, and Flocks the while at Leiſure feed, 
On the rich Paſture of a neighb'ring Mead. 

The Prince before the Royal Preſence brought, 
Shew'd by the ſuppliant Olive what he ſought; 

Then tells his Name, and Race, and Country tight, - 


| Bt hides thi unhappy Reaſon of his Flight, 
Is 
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He begs the King ſome little Town to gire, 
Where they may ſafe his faithful Vaſſals live, 
cey x reply'd: To all my Bounty flows, 
A hoſpitable Realm your Suit has choſe. 
Your glorious Race, and far-reſounding Fame, 
And Grandſire Fove, peculiar Favours claim. 
All you can wiſh, I grant; Entreaties ſpare ; 
My Kingdom (would 'twere worth the ſharing) ſhare 
Tears ſtop'd his Speech: Aftoniſh'd Peleus pleas 
To know the Cauſe from whence his Grief proceeds 
The Prince reply'd : There's none of ye but deems poll 


This Hawk was ever ſuch as now it ſeems: At 
Know *twas a Heroe once, Dedalion nam'd, Phil 
For warlike Deeds, and haughty Valour fam'd; * 
Like me to that bright Luminary born, ADC 


Who wakes Aurora, and brings on the Morn, 
His Fierceneſs till remains, and Love of Blood, 
Now dread of Birds, and Tyrant of the Wood, 
My Make was ſofter, Peace my greateſt Cate; 
But this my Brother wholly bent on War; 
Late Nations fear'd, and routed Armies fled 
That Force, which now the tim*rous Pigeons dread, 
A Daughter he poſſeſs'd, divinely fair, 

And ſcarcely. yet had ſeen her Fifteenth Year; 
Young chione: A thouſand Rivals trove 
To win the Maid, and teach her how to loye. 
Plabas, and Mercury by chance one Day 

From Delphi, and Cyllene paſt this Way 
Together they the Virgin ſaw : Deſire 

At once warm'd both their Breaſts with am'rous Fit, 
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Nets; reſolv'd'to wait till Cloſe- of Day; 
wt Mercury's hot Love brook'd no Delay; 
With his entrancing Rod the Maid he charms, | 
kad unreſiſted revels in her Arms. 
Jas Night, and phœbus in a Beldam's Dreſs, 
To the late rifled Beauty got Acceſs. 
Her time compleat nine circling Moons had run; 
To either God ſhe bore a lovely Son: 
To Mercury Autalycus ſhe brought, 
Who turn'd to Thefts, and Tricks his ſubtle Thought 5 
Polſeſs'd he was of all his Father's Slight, 
kt Will made White look black, and Black look white. 
phlammon born to Phabus, like his Sire, 2 
| The Muſes lov'd, and finely ſtruck the Lyre, 0 
And made his Voiee, and Touch in Harmony conſpire. 5 
In vain, fond Maid, you boaſt this double Birth, 
The Love of Gods, and Royal Father's Worth, 
And Fove among your Anceſtots rehearſe! 
Could Bleſſings ſuch as theſe e'er prove a'Cutſe ? 
To her they did, who with audacious Pride, 
Vain of her own, Diana's Charms decry*d. 
| Her Taunts the Goddeſs with Reſentment fill; 
My Face you like not, you ſhall try my Skill, 
| She ſaid; and ſtrait her vengeful Bow the fixung, 
Add ſent a Shaft that pierc'd her guilty Tongue: 
The bleeding Tongue in vain it's Accents tries; 
In the red Stream her Soul reluctant flies. | 
With Sorrow wild I ran to her Relicf, | 
And try'd ro moderate my Brother's Grief, 
| He, deaf as Rocks by ftormy Surges beat, 
E dy laments, and hears me not intreat. 
1 4 
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When on the Fun'ral Pile he ſaw her laid, 

Thrice he to ruſh into the Flames aſſay'd, 12 
Thrice with officious Care by us was ſtay d. 
Now, mad with Grief, away he fled amain, 

Like a ſtung Heifer that reſents the Pain, | 
And bellowing wildly bounds along the Plain, 

O er the moſt rugged Ways ſo faſt he ran, 

He ſeem'd a Bird already, not a Man: 

He left us beathleſs all behind; and now 

In queſt of Death had gain'd Parnaſſus Brow : 
But when from thence headleng himſelf he threw, 
He fell not, but with airy Pinions flew, 

Phebus in Pity chang'd him to a Fowl, 

| Whoſe crooked Beak and Claws the Birds controul, 
Little of Bulk, but of a warlike Soul. 
A Hawk become, the feather'd Race's Foe, 

He tries to eaſe his own by other's Woe, 


A Wulf turn'd into Marble. 


While they atoniſh'd heard the King relate 
Theſe Wonders of his hapleſs Brother's Fate; 
The Prince's Herdſman at the Court arrives, 

And freſh Surprize to. all the Audience gives, 

O Peleus, Peleus, dreadful News I bear, 

He ſaid; and trembled as he ſpoke for Fear, 
The worſt, affrighted Peleus bid him tell, 

Whilſt Ceyx too grew pale with friendly Zeal, 
Thus he began: Wheu So! Mid-heay'n had gain'd, 
And half his Way was paſt, and half remain'd, 
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Ito the level Shore my Cattle drove, 
ud let them freely in the Meadows rove; 

ame ſtretch'd at length admire the watry Plain, 
ume crop'd the Herb, ſome wanton ſwam the Main. 
1 Temple ſtands of antique Make hard by, 
here no gilt Domes, nor Marble lure the Eye; 
bupoliſ' d Rafters bear it's lowly Height, 

xid by a Grove, as ancient, from the Sight, | 
Here Nereus, and the Nereids they adore; | | 
| learnt it from the Man wao thither bore 
His Net, to dry it on the ſunny Shore. \ | 
Adjoyns a Lake, inclos'd with Willows round, > 
Where ſwelling Waves have overflow'd the Mound, 
a 4nd, muddy, ſtagnate on the lower Ground. 
tom thence a ruſſling Noiſe increaſing flies, 

Stikes the ſtill Shore, and frights us with Surprize. 
Strait a huge Wolf ruſh'd from the marſhy Wood, 
His Jaws beſmear'd with mingled Foam, and Blood. 
Tho' equally by Hunger urg'd, and Rage, 

His Appetite he minds not to aſſwage; 

Nought that he meets, his rabid Fury ſpares, 

But the whole Herd with mad Diſorder tears. 
Some of our Men who ſtrove to drive him thence, 
Torn by his Teeth, have dy'd in theix Defence. 
The ecchoing Lakes, the Sea, and Fields, and Shore, 
Impurpled bluſh with Streams of reeking Gore. | 
Delay is Loſs, nor haye we time for Thought ; 
While yet ſome few remain alive, we ought 
To ſeize our Arms, and with confederate Force 
Try if we ſo can ſtop his bloody Courſe, 


— 
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But Peleus car d not for his ruin d Herd; | 
His Crime he calbd to Mind, and thence infeers, Wil jus 
That Pſamathi*s Revenge this Havock made, let f 
In Sacrifice to murder d HνuwE Shade, Tot 
The King commands his Servants to their Arms, Aca] 
Reſolv*d to go; but the loud Noiſe alarms Grat 
His lovely Queen, who from her Chamber flew, | 
And her half plaited Hair behind her threw: 7 


About his Neck ſhe hung with loving Fears, 
And now with Words and now with pleading Tears, 
Intreated that he'd ſend his Men alone, 


And ſtay himſelf to ſave two Lives in one. T 
Then Peleus: Your juſt Fears, O Queen, forget; But 
Too much the Offer leaves me in your Debt, lle 
No Arms againſt the Monſter I ſhall bear, AY 
But the Sea Nymphs appeaſe with humble Pray r. Sin 
The Citadels high Turretspierce the Sky, Ye 
Which home- bound Veflels, glad, from far defcry; Th 
This they aſcend, and thence with Sorrow ken Bu 
The mangled Heifers lye, and bleeding Men; g 


Th' inexorable Ravager they view, | 
With Blood diſcolour'd, Rtill the reft purſue: A 
There Peleus pray'd ſubmiſſive tow'rds the Sea, 
And deprecates the Ire of injur'd Pfamathe. 

But deaf to all his Pray*rs the Nymph remain'd, 
Till Thetis for her Spouſe the Boon obtain'd. 
Pleas'd with the Luxury, the furious Beaſt, | 1 
Unſtop'd, continues ſtill his bloody Feaſt : 
While yet upon a ſturdy Bull he flew, 
Chang'd by the Nymph, a Marble Block he grew. | 
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vo longet dreadful now the Wolf appears, | 
Jury'd in Stone, and vanifh'd like their Fears. 
ſer ſtill the Fates unhappy Peleus vex'd 3 

To the Magneſian Shore he wanders next, 

4cafus there, who rul'd the peaceful Clime, 
Grants his Requeſt, and eupiates his Crime. 


The Story of CEYX and ALCYONE. 
By Mr. DRYDEN. 


Theſe Prodigies affect the pious Prince, | 
But more perplex d with thoſe that -happen'd fince, 
He purpoſes tO ſeek the Clarian God, ay 
avoiding Delphi, his more fam'd Abode, 6 
Since Phlegyan Robbers made unſafe the Road. 
let could he not from her he loy'd ſo well, 
The fatal Voyage, he reſolv'd, conceal ; 
But when me ſaw her Lord prepar'd to part, 
A deadly Cold ran thiv*ring to her Heart; 
Her faded Checks are chang' d to bozen Hue, 
And in her Eyes the Tears are ever new. 
She thrice eſſay d to ſpeak; her Accents hung, 
And falt ring dy'd unfiniſh'd on her Tongue, 
Or yaniſh'd into Sighs: With long Delay 
Her Voice return'd, and found the wonted Way, 
Tell me, my Lord, ſhe ſaid, what Fault unknown Y 
Thy once belov'd Alcyone has done? 
Whither, ah whither, is thy Kindneſs gone! 
Can Ceyx then ſuſtain to leave his Wife, 
| Aud unconcern'd forſake the Sweets of Life? 
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What can thy Mind to this long Journey moye} 
Or need'ſt thou Abſence to renew thy Love! 
Yet, if thou go'ſt by Land, tho* Grief poſſeſs 
My Soul ev'n then, my Fears will be the leſs, 
But ah! be warn'd to ſhun the watry Way, 

The Face is frightful of the ſtormy Sea; 

For late I ſaw a-drift disjointed Planks, 


And empty Tombs erefted on the Banks, Not 
Nor let falſe Hopes to Tuſt betray thy Mind, vu f 
Becauſe my Sire in Caves conſtrains the Wind, Not 
Can with a Breath their clam'rous Rage appeaſe, With 
They fear his Whiſtle, and forſake the Seas: My 1 
Not ſo ; for once indulg'd, they ſweep the Main; fot 
Deaf to the Call, or heating, hear in yain; leto 
But bent on Miſchief bear the Waves before, FH 
And not content with Seas, inſult the Shore, = 
When Ocean, Air, and Earth at once ingage, le 
And rooted Foreſts fly before their Rage: Ant 
At once the claſhing Clouds to Battel move; Thi 
And Lightnings run acroſs the Fields above: Lal 
I know them well, and mark'd their rude Compon, 5 
While yet a Child within my Father's Court: | W 
In times of Tempeſt they command alone, Ri 
And he but ſits precarious on the Throne: 
The more I know, the more my Fears augment ; 
And Fears are oft prophetick of th* Event. 4 
But if not Fears, or Reaſons will prevail, | 5 
If Fate has fix'd thee obſtinate to ſail, , 


My Part of Danger with an equal Share, 


Go not without thy Wife, but let me bear | A 
And preſent, what 1 ſuffet, only fear: 
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len o'er the bounding Billows ſhall we . 
«cure to live together, or to die. | 
Theſe Reaſons moy'd her warlike Husband's Hears, 
zu till he held his Purpoſe to depart: 
For as he loy'd her equal to his Life, 
He would not to the Seas expoſe his Wife; 
Nor could be wrought his Voyage to refrain, 
Jut ſought by Arguments to ſooth her Pain: 
Vor theſe avail'd ; at length he lights on one, 
With which ſo difficult a Cauſe he won: 
1j Love, ſo ſhort an Abſence ceaſe to fear, 
fot by my Father's holy Flame I ſwear, 
before two Moons their Orb with Light adorn, 
If Heay'n allow me Life, Iwill return, 
This Promiſe of ſo ſhort a Stay prevails; 
fe ſoon equips the Ship, ſupplies the Sails, 
And gives the Word to launch; the trembling views 
This Pomp of Death, and parting Tears renews? 
Laſt with a Kiſs, ſhe took a long Farewel, 
Sigh'd with a ſad Preſage, and ſwooning fell: 
While Ceyx ſeeks. Delays, the luſty Crew, 7 
Rais'd on their Banks, their Oars in order drew 8 
To their broad Breaſts, the Ship with Fury flew. 

The Queen recover'd, rears her humid Eyes, 
And fiſt hex Husband on the Poop eſpies, 
Shaking his Hand at Diſtance on the Main; 
| She took the Sign, and ſhook her Hand again, 
Still as the Ground recedes, contracts her View 
With ſharpen'd Sight, till ſhe no longer knew 
The much-loy'd Face; that Comfort loſt ſupplies 
With lefs, and with the Galley feeds her Eyes; 


* 
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The Galley born from View by riſing Gales, 
She follow'd with her Sight the flying Sails: 
When ev'n the flying Sails were ſeen no more, 
Forſaken of all Sight ſhe left the Shore. 

Then on her bridal Bed her Body throws, 
And ſought in Sleep her weary'd Eyes to cloſe: 
Her Husband's Pillow, and the widow'd Part 
Which once he preſs d, renew'd the former Smart, 

And now a Breeze from shoar began to blow, 
The Sailors ſhip their Oars, and ceaſe to row; 
Then hoiſt their Yards a-tiip, and all their Sails 
Let fall, to court the Wind, and catch the Gales: 
By this the Veſſel half her Courſe had run, 

And as much reſted till the riſing sun; 
Both Shoars were loſt to Sight, when at the Cloſe 
Of Day a ſtiffer Gale at Eaſt aroſe : 
The Sea grew white, the rowling Waves from far, 
Like Heralds, firſt denounce the watry War. 
his ſeen, the Maker ſoon began to cry, 
Strike, ſtrike the Top-ſail ; let the Main-ſheet fly, 
And furl your Sails: The Winds repel 3he Sound, 
And in the Speaker's Mouth the Speech is drown'd 
Yet of their own Accord, as Danger taught 
Each in his Way, officiouſly they wrought ; 
Some ſtow their Oars, or ſtop the leaky sides, 
Another bolder, yet the Tard beſtrides, 
And folds the Sails; a fourth with Labour laves 
Th' intruding Seas, and Waves eje&s on Waves. 

In this Confuſion while their Work they ply, 

The Winds augment the Winter of the Sky, 


ud wage inteſtine Wars; the ſuff ring Seas 

ie told d, and mingled as their Tyrants pleaſe. 
rhe Maſter would command, but in deſpair 
or safety, ſtands amaz d with Rupid Care, 

Nor what to bid, or what forbid he knows, | 

b ungovern'd Tempeſt to ſuch Fury grows: 

Nin is his Force, and vainer is his Skill; 


tt. N yih ach a Concourſe comes the Flood of III; 
„ ne Cries of Men are mix'd with rattling Shrowds ; 


ges daſh on Seas, and Clouds encounter Clouds: 
kt once-from Eaſt to Weſt, from Pole to Pole, 
The forky Lightaings flaſh, the roaring Thunders voul. 
Now Waves on Waves aſcending ſcale the Skies, 
And in the Fires above the Water fries: 
When yellow Sands are ſifted from below, 
The glitt'ring Billows give a golden Show: 
And when the fouler Bottom ſpews the Black, 
The Stygian Dye the tainted Waters take: 
Then frothy White appear the flatted Seas, 
And change theix Colour, changing their Diſeaſe, 
5 Like various Fits the Trachin Veſſel finds, 
d BY And cow ſublime, the rides upon the Winds; 
4s from a lofty Summit looks from high, 
And from the Clouds beholds the nether Sky; 
Now from the Depth of Hell they lift their Sight, 
And at a Diftance fee ſuperior Light: | 
The laſhing Billows make a loud Report, 
And beat her Sides, as batt'ring Rams a Fort: 
Or as 4 Lion bounding in his Way, | 
With Force augmented, bears againſt his Prey, 
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Sidelong to ſeize; or unapal'd with Fear, 


Aſſault the Sides, and o'er the Hatches tow'r, | 


Still preſſes on, and urging gains the Town; 


The Hero Tenth advanc'd before the reſt, 


With Envy hear their Fellows conqu'ring Shout, 
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Springs on the Toils, and ruſhes on the Spear + 
So Seas impell'd by Winds, with added Poy'r 


The Planks (their pitchy Cov'ring waſt'd away) oe we 
Now yield; and now a yawning Breach diſplay; 
The roaring Waters with a hoſtile Tide 

Ruſh through the Ruins of her gaping Side. 
Mean time in Sheets of Rain the Sky deſcends, 
And Ocean ſwell d with Waters upwards tends ; This V 
One riſing, falling one, the Heav'ns and Sea nd e 
Meet at their Confines, in the middle Way: rat 
The Sails are drunk with Show'rs, and drop with Rain, lis e. 


ne CA 
* 
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Sweet Waters mingle with the briny Main. The « 
No Star appeas to lend his friendly Ligbt; Thio 
Darkneſs, and Tempeſt make a double Night; Al 
But flaſhing Fires diſcloſe the Deep by Turns, For 
And while the Lightnings blaze, the Water burns. WH 8is 
Now all the Waves their ſcatter'd Force unite, Not 
And as a Soldier foremoſt in the Fight, No 


Makes way for others, and an Hoſt alone 
So while th* invading Billows come a-breaſt, 
Sweeps all before him with impetuous Sway, 
And from the Walls deſcends upon the Prey; 


Part following enter, Part remain without, 


And mount on others Backs, in hope to ſhare 
The City, thus become the Seat of War. 
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4n univerſal Cry reſounds aloud, 
te Sailors run in Heaps, a helpleſs Crowd; 
i fails, and Courage falls, no Succour near; 
s many Waves, as many Deaths appear. 

ie weeps, and yet deſpairs of late Relief; 

de cannot weep, his Fears congeal his Grief, 
n ſtupid, with dry Eyes expects his Fate: 

Me with loud Sh rieks laments his loſt Eſtate, 
Ind calls thoſe happy whom their Fun'rals wait. 


ndern the Skies he cannot ſee, adores. 
That other on his Friends his Thoughts beſtows, 
Kis carefal Father, and his faithful Spouſe. 
The covetous Worldling in his anxious Mind, 
Thinks only on the Wealth he left behind, 

All Ceyx his Alcyane employs, 
For her he grieves, yet in her Abſence joys: | 
Bis Wife he wiſhes, and would till be near, 
Not her with him, but wiſhes him with her: 
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This Wretch with Pray' rs and Vows the Gods implores, 


Now with laſt Looks he ſeeks his native Shoar, 


Which Fate has deſtin'd him to ſee no more; 

He ſought, but in the dark tempeſtuous Night 
He knew not whither to direct his che. 

$0 whirl the Seas, ſuch Darkneſs blinds the Sky, 
That the black Night receives a deeper Dye. 


The giddy Ship ran round; the Tempeſt tore 


Her Maſt, and over-board the Rudder bore. 
One Billow mounts, and with a ſcornful Brow, 


Proud of her Conqueſt gain'd, inſults the Waves below; 


| Nor lighter falls, than if ſome Giant tore 
Tndxs and Athos with the Freight they bore, 
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And toſs'd on Seas; preſs' d wich the pond' rous 3; pſerve 
Down links the Ship within th' Abyſs below; 
Down with the Veſſel fink into the Main 
The many, never more to tiſe again, 

Some few on ſcatter'd Planks, with fruitleſs Car 
Lay hold and ſwim, but while they ſwim, deſpair! 
_ Ev*n he who late a Scepter did command, 
Now graſps a floating Fragment in his Hand; 
And while he ſtruggles on the ſtormy Main, 
Invokes bis. Father, and his Wife's, in yain. Aud 


But yet his Conſort is his greateſt Care; To P 
Alcyone he names amidft his Pray'r; 4 
Names as a Charm againſt the Waves and Wind; 3 
Moſt in his Mouth, and ever in his Mind agh 
Tir'd witk his Toll, all Hopes of Safety paſt, * 
From Pray'rs to Wiſhes he deſcends at laſt; C a 


That his dead Body, wafted to the Sands, 
Might have its Burial from her friendly Hands. 


As oft as he can catch a Gulp of Air, ' 
And peep above the Seas, he names the Fair; Tir 


And ev'n when plung d beneath, on her he rays, 

Murftfring Alcyone below the Waves: 

At laſt a falling Billow ſtops his Breath, 

Breaks o'er his Head, and whelms him underneath, 

Bright Lucifer unlike himſelf appears 

That Night, his heav*nly Form obſcur'd with Tea 

And fince he was forbid to leave the Skies, 

He'muffted with a Cloud his mournful Eyes. 
Mean time Alcyone (his Fate unknown) 

Computes how many Nights he had been gone, 
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veryes the waining Moon with hourly Views 
mmbers- hex Age, and wiſhes for'a new; 
zjaft the promis'd Time provides with Care, 
ud haſtens in the Woof the Robes he was to wear: 
4 for her Self employs another Loom, 
ler dreſs d to meet her Lord returning home, 
d' ting her Heart with Joys, that neyer were to{ 
come': . 
de fum'd the Temples with an od'rous Flame, 
ud oft before the ſacred Altars came, 8 
70 pray for him, who was an empty Name. 
all Pow'rs implor' d, but far above the reſt 
To Juno ſhe her pious Vows: addreſs d, 
get much-loy'd Lord from Perils to protect, 
And ſafe o'er Seas his Voyage to direct - | 
| Then pray*d, that ſne might till poſſeſs: his Heart, 
And no pretending Rival ſhare a Part; 
This laſt Petition heard of all her Pray'r, 
The reſt, diſpers'd by Winds, were loſt in Air. 
But the, the Goddeſs of the Nuptial Bed, 
Ti'd with her vain Devotions for the Dead, 
Reſoly'd the tainted Hand ſhould: be repell'd, 
Which In cenſe offer d, and her Altar held: 

Then Iris thus beſpoke; Thou faithful Maid, 

By whom thy Queen's Commands are well convey'd, 
Haſte to the Houſe of Sleep, and bid the God 
| Who rules the Night by Viſions with a Nod, 
Trepare a Dream, in Figure, and in Form 
Reſembling him, who periſh'd in the Storm; 
This Form before Aleyoas preſent; 
To make her certain of the ſad Bvent. 
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Indwd with Robes of various Hue the flies, 
And flying draws an Arch, (a Segment ofthe Skies: 
Then leaves her bending Bow, and from the 8. 
Deſcends, to ſearch the ſilent Houſe of Sleep, 


The Houſe of SLEEP. 


Near the Cymmerians, in his dark Abode, 
Deep in a Cavern, dwells the drowzy God; 
Whoſe gloomy Manſion nor the riſing Sun, 
Nox ſetting, viſits, nor the lightſome Noon; 
But lazy Vapours round the Region fly, 
Perpetual Twilight, and a doubtful Sky: 
No crowing Cock does there his Wings diſplay, 
Not with his horny Bill provoke the Day; 
Nor watchful Dogs, not the more wakeful Geeſe, 
Difturb with nightly Noiſe the ſacred Peace; 
Nor Beaſt of Nature, nor the Tame are nigh, 
Nor Trees with Tempeſts rock'd, nor human Cry; 
But ſafe Repoſe without an Air of Breath 
Dwells here, and a dumb Quiet next to Death, 
An Arm of Lethe, with a gentle Flow 
_ Ariſing upwards from the Rock below, 
The Palace moats, and o'er the Pebbles creeps, 
And with ſoft Murmurs calls the coming Sleeps. 
Around its Entry nodding Poppies grow, 
And all cool Simples:that ſweet Reft beſtow; 
Night from the Plants their ſleepy Virtue drains, 
And paſling, ſheds it on the ſilent Plains: 
No Door there was th' unguarded Houſe keep, 
On creaking Hinges turn d, to break his Sleep. 


But 
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zut in the gloomy Court was rais'd a Bed, 
de with black Plumes, and on an Ebon-Sted : 
xo glack was the Cor*ring too, where lay the God, 
4nd ſlept ſupine, his Limbs diſplay'd abroad: ' 
about his Head fantaftick Viſions fly, 
Which various Images of things ſupply, | 55 
4nd mock their Forms; the Leaves on Trees not more, 
got bearded Ears in Fields, nor Sands upon the Shore. 
The Virgin ent*ring bright, indulg'd the Day 
To the brown Cave, and brum d the Dreams away 
The God diſturb'd with this new Glare of Light, 
Caſt ſudden on his Face, unſeal'd his Sight, 
And rais'd his tardy Head, which ſunk again, 
And ſinking, on his Boſom knock'd his Chin; 
kt length mook off himſelf, and ask d the Dame, 
(and asking yawn'd) for what Intent the came. 
To whom the Goddeſs thus: O ſacred Reft, 
Syeet pleaſing Sleep, of all the Pow'rs the beſt! 
0 Peace of Mind, Repairer of Decay, bay, 
Whoſe Balms renew the Limbs to Labours of the > 
Care uns thy ſoft Approach, and ſullen flies away \ | 
Adorn a Dream, expreſſing human Form, 
| TheShape of him, who ſuffer'd in the Storm, 
And ſend it flitting to the Trachin Court, 
The Wreck of wretched Ceyx to report: 
before his Queen bid the pale Spectre ſtand, 
Who begs a vain Relief at Jane's Hand. | 
She ſaid, and ſcarce awake her Eyes could keep, 
Unable to ſupport the Fumes of Sleep ; | 
but fled, returning by the way ſhe went, 
and ſwerv'd along ker Bow with ſwift Aſcent. 
You, I. - K 
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The God, uneaſy till he ſlept again, 
Reſoly'd at once to rid himſelf of Pain ; 
And, tho“ againſt his Cuſtom, call'd aloud, 
Exciting Morpheus from the ſleepy Crowd: 
Morpheus, of all his numerous Train, expreſs'd 
The Shape of Man, and imitated beſt; | 
The Walk, the Words, the Geſture could ſupply, 

The Habit mimick, and the Mein bely ; 

plays well, but all his Action is confin'd, 
Extending not beyond our human Kind. 
Another, Birds, and Beaſts, and Dragons apes, 
And dreadful lmages, and Monſter Shapes: 
This Demon, Icelos, in Heav'n's high Hall 
The Gods have nam'd; but Men Phobetor call. 
A third is Phantaſus, whoſe Actions roul 
On meaner Thoughts, and Things devoid of Soul; 
Earth, Fruits, and Flow'rs he repreſentsin Dreams, 
And ſolid Rocks unmoy'd, and running Streams, 
Theſe three to Kings, aud Chiefs their Scenes diſplay, 
Ihle reſt before th ignoble Commons play. 
Of theſe the choſen Morpheus is diſpatch'd ; 
Which done, the lazy Monarch, over-watch d, 
Down from his propping Elbow drops his Head, 
Diſſolv'd in Sleep, and fhrinks within his Bed. 

Darkling the Demon glides, for Flight prepar'd, 
So ſoft, that ſcarce his fanning Wings are heard, 
To Trachin, ſwift as Thought, the flitting Shade, 
Thro' Air his momentary Journey made: 
Then lays aſide the Steerage of his Wings, 
Forſakes his proper Form, aſſumes the King's; 
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' Fermit my Soul to paſs the Stygian Ford; 
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And pale, as Death, deſpoil'd of his Array, " 

luto the Queen's Apartment takes his way, 

And ſtands before the Bed at Dawn of Day: 8 

Vamov'd his Eyes, and wet his Beard appears; | 

And ſhedding vain, but ſeeming real Tears; | 

The briny Water dropping from his Hairs. 5 

Then ſtaring on her with a ghaſtly Look, 

And hollow Voice, he thus the Queen beſpoke. 
Know'ſt thou not me? Not yet, unhappy Wife? 

or are my Features periſh'd with my Life? 

Look once again, and for thy Husband loft, 

Lo all that's left of him, thy Husband's Ghoſt ! 

Thy Vows for my Return were all in vain, | 

The ſtormy South o'ertook us in the Main, 0 


| And never ſhalt thou ſee thy living Lord again. 


Rear witneſs, Heav'n, I call'd on thee in Death, 
And while I call'd, a Billow ſtop'd my Breath. 
Think not, that flying Fame reports my Fate; 
I preſent, I appear, and my own Wreck relate, 
Riſe, wretched Widow, riſe ; nor undeplor'd | 
i 2230 
But rife, prepar'd in Black, to mourn thy periſi'd ) 
Thus ſaid the Player-God; and adding Art 


Of Voice and Gefture, ſo perform'd his Part, 
| She thought (ſo like her Love the Shade appears) 
| That Ceyx ſpake the Words, and Ceyx ſhed the Tears; 


She groan'd, her inward Soul with Grief oppreſt, © 
She ſigh'd, the wept, and ſleeping beat her Breaſt ; 
Then ſtretch'd har Arms t'embrace his Body bare ; 
Her claſping Arms iacloſe but empty An: 
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At this, not yet awake, ſhe cry'd, O ſtay; 
One i is our Fate, and common is our Way! 
$0 dreadful was the Dream, ſo loud the ſpoke, 
That ſtarting ſudden up, the Slumber broke: 
Then caſt her Eyes around, in hope to view 
Her vanith'd Lord, and find the Viſion true: 
For now the Maids, who waited her Commands, 
Ran in with lighted Tapers in their Hands, 
Tir'd with the Search, not finding what the ſeeks, 
With cruel Blows ſhe pounds her blubber'd Checks; 
Then from her beaten Breaſt the Linnen tare, 
And cut the golden Caul that bound her Hair. 
Her Nurſe demands the Cauſe; with louder Cries 
She proſecutes herGriefs, and thus replies. 
No more 4lcyone; ſhe ſuffer d Death 
With her loy*d Lord, when Ceyx loſt his Breath : 
No Flatt' ry, no falſe Comfort, give me none, 
My ſhipwreck d Ceyx is for ever gone: 
I ſaw, 1 ſaw him manifeſt in View, 
His Voice, his Figure, and his Geſtures knew: 
His. Luſtre loſt, and ev'ry living Grace, 
Let 1 retain'd the Features of his Face; 
Tho' with pale Cheeks, wet Beard, and dropping Hail, 
None but my Ceyx could appear ſo fair: 
I would have ſtrain'd him with a ſtrict Embrace, 
But thro* my Arms. he lipt, and vaniſh” a from the 
Place: 
There, ev'n juſt there be Rood; TP as ſhe ſpoke, . 
Where laſt the Spectre was ſhe caſt her Look: 
Pain would the hope, and gaz'd upon the Ground, 
If any printed Footſteps might be found, 
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Then ſigh'd, and ſaid; This 1 too well foreknew, 

And my prophetick Fears prefag'd too true: 

'Twas what I begg'd, when with a bleeding Heart 

took my Leave, and fuffer'd thee to part; 

Or to go along, or Thou to ſtay, 

Never, ah never to divide our' Way !. 

Happier for me, that all our Hours aſſi ign'd 

Together we had liv'd; ev'n not in Death disjoin d? 

$0 had my Ceyx ſtill been living here, 

or with my Ceyx 1 had periſh'd there: 

Now I die abſent, in the vaſt Profound; | 

And Me, without my Self, the Seas have drown'd; 

The Storms were not ſo cruel ; ſhould I ſtrive 

To lengthen Life, and ſuch a Grief ſurvive; 

But neither will 1 ftrive, nor wretched Thee 

In Death forſake, but keep thee Company. 

If not one common Sepulcher contains 

Our Bodies, or one Urn our laſt Remains, 

Yet Ceyx and Alcyone ſhall join, 

Their Names remember'd in one common Line, 

No farther Voice her mighty Grief affords, 

For Sighs come ruſhing in betwixt her Words, 
1 And ſtop'd her Tongue; but what her Tongue deny'd, 

Soft Tears, and Groans, and dumb Complaints ſupply' d. 
F Twas Morning; to the Port ſhe takes her way, 
N And ſtands upon the Margin of the Sea: 

That Place, that very Spot of Ground ſhe ſought, 

Or thither by her Deſtiny was brought, 

Where laſt he ſtood: And while the ſadly ſaid, 8 
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F Twas here he left me, lingring here delay'd- 
mn Kiſs, ane. there his Anchors 8 d. 
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Thus ſpeaking, while her Thoughts paſt Actions trace) 
And call to Mind, admoniſh'd by the Place, 
Sharp at her utmoſt Ken the caſt her Eyes, 
And ſomewhat floating from afar deſeries: 
It ſeem'd a Corps a- drift to diſtant Sight, 
Rut at a Diſtance who could judge aright? 
It wafted nearer yet, and then ſhe knew, 
That what before ſhe but ſurmis'd, was true: 
A Corps it was, but whoſe it was, unknown, 
Yet mov'd, howe' er, the made the Caſe her own; 
Took the bad Omen of a fhipwreck'd Man, 
As for a Stranger wept, and thus began. 
|  Foog Wiretch, on ſtormy Seas to loſe thy Life, 
'Unhappy thou, but mote thy widow'd Wife! 
At this the paus'd; for now the flowing Tide 
Had brought the Body nearer to the Side: 
The more the looks, the more her Fears increaſe, 
At nearer Sight; and ſhe's her ſelf the leſs: 
Now driv'n aſhore, and at her Feet it lies, 
she knows too much, in knowing whom ſhe ſees: 
Her Husband's Corps; at this ſhe loudly fhricks, 
"Tis he, 'tis he, ſhe cries, and tears her Checks, | 
Her Hair, and Veſt; and ſtooping to the Sands, 
About his Neck ſhe caſt her trembling Hands. 
And is it thus, O dearer than my Life, 
Thus, thus return'ſt Thou to thy longing Wife! 
She ſaid, and to the neighbouring Mole ſhe ſtrode, 
(Rais'd there to break th' Incurſions of the Flood / 
Headlong from hence to plunge her ſelf the ſprings 
But ſhoots along, ſupported on her Wings; 
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4 lid new-made, about the Banks the plics, - 
Not far fram Shore, and ſhort Excurſions tries; ; 
Not ſeeks in Air her humble Flight to raiſe, 

Content to skim the Surface of the Seas: 

Her Bill, tho* lender, ſends a — 

And imitates a lamentable Voice. 5 

Now lighting where the bloodleſs Body lies, 

the with a Fun' ral Note renews her Cries: 

At all her Stretch, her little Wings ſhe ſpread, 

And with her feather'd Arms embrac'd the Dead: 
Then flick ring to his palid Lips, the trove 

To print a Kaſs, the laſt Eſſay of Love. 

Whether the vital Touch reviv'd the Dead, 

Or that the moving Waters rais'd his Head 

To meet the Kiſs, the Vulgar-doubt alone 3 3 

For ſure a preſent Miracle was ſuo nn. 

The Gods their Shapes to Winter-Birds tranſlate, - 
But both obnoxious to their former Fate, 

Their conjugal Affection fill is ty'd, 

And ſtill the mournful Race is multiply'd: | 
They bill, they tread ; Alcyone compreſs' d. 
Sev'n Days fits brooding on her floating Neſt: 

A wintry Queen: Her Sire at length is kind. 
Calms ev'ry Storm, and huſhes ev'ry Wind; 
Prepares his Empire for his Daughxer's Eaſe, | 
And for his hatching Nephews ſmooths the Seas. 


it. 4 
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Es ac us transform'd into a Cormorant. 


Theſe ſome 01d Man ſees wanton in the Air, 
And praiſes ms nn conſtant Pair. . 
K 4 
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Then to his Friend thelong-neck'd Cormy rant ſhow, 
The. former Tale reviving others Woes: 
That ſable Bird, he cries, which cuts the Flood 
With flender Legs, was once of Royal Blood; 
His Anceſtors from mighty Tres proceed, 
The brave Laomedon, and Ganymede, 
( Vhoſe Beauty tempted Fove to ſteal the Boy) 
And Priam, hapleſs Prince! who fell with Troy, 
Himſelf was Hecter's Brother, and (had Fate 
But giv'n his hopeful Youth a longer Date) 
Ferhaps had rival'd warlike Hecter's Worth, 
Tho? en the Mother's Side of meaner Birth; 
Fair Alyxothoe, a Country Maid, 
Bare Æſacus by ſtealth in Ida's Shade: 
He fled the noiſy Town, and pompous Court, 
Lov'd the lone Hills, and ſimple rural Sport, 
And ſeldom to the City would reſort. 
Yet he no ruſtick Clowniſhneſs profeſt, 
Nor was ſoft Love a Stranger to his Breaſt : 
The Youth had long the Nymph Heſperie woo'd, 
Oft thro? the Thicket, or the Mead purſy'd: 
Her haply on her Father's Bank he ſpy'd, 
While fearleſs ſhe her ſilver Trefles dry'd; 
Away ſhe fled: Not Stags with half ſuch Speed, 
Before the prowling Wolf, fcud o'er the Mead; 
Not Ducks, when they the ſafer Flood forſake, 
Purſu'd by Hawks, ſo ſwift regain the Lake. 
As faſt he follow'd io the hot Career; 
_ Deſire the Lover wing'd, the Virgin Fear. 


Quick thro? the Veins the venom' d Juices ſhoot * | 
She fell, and *ſcap'd by Death his fierce Purſuit ; 


A Snake unſeen now pierc'd her heedleſs Foot; 
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ow, WE yer lifeleſs Body, frighted, he embrac'd, 

Aud cry d, Not this I dreaded, but thy Haſte: 
, o had my Love been leſs, or lefs thy Feat! 

The Victory, thus bought, is far too dear. 

kccurſed Snake! yet I more curs'd than he! 

He gave the Wound 3 the Cauſe was given by me. 


xe ſpoke; then climb'da Cliff's o'er-hanging Side, 
And, reſolute; leap'd on the foaming Tide, 

Thys receiv*d him gently on the Wave; 

The Death he ſought deny'd, and Feathers gave. 
Debarr'd the ſureſt Remedy of Grief, 

And forc'd to live, he curſt th? unask'd Relief. 


And at a ſecond Fall ſucceſsleſs tries; 

The downy Plume a quick Deſcent denies. 
Enrag'd, he often dives beneath the Wave, 

And there in vain expects to find a Grave. 

His ceaſeleſs Sorrow for th' unhappy Maid, 
Meager'd his Look, and on his Spirits prey d. 
Still near the ſounding Deep he lives; his Name 
Fim frequent Diving and Emerging came. 


The End of the Eleventh Book. 


let none ſhall ſay, that unreveng'd you dy'd. 2 


Then on his airy Pinions upward flies, | 8 
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ME TAMOR PHOSES. 
B O 0 : XII. 
Tranfared by A. Davpen. 


The TROJAN War. 
REAR AT M, to whom the Story was uns 
& _ © known,” 
As dead, deplor d his Metamorphos'd 
„„ 
A Cenoraph his n and Title 
kepts'<:* 
And Heſtor e the TOW. vith all his Brothers 
„ 8 
This pious office Paris did not NT 
Abſcnt alone; and-Author of the War, 


230 Ovid's Metamorphoſes. Book Xn 


| Which, for the Spartan Queen, the Greecian; deer 
1 avenge the Rape; and A/is to ſubdue. 
A thouſand Ships were mann d, to ſail the ges: | 


Nor had theit juſt Reſentments found Delay, 
Had not the Winds, and Waves oppos d their Way, 
At Aulis, with United Pow'rs they meet, 

But there, Croſs-winds or Calms detain'd the Fleet, 
Now, while they raife an Altar on the Shore, 
And Fove with ſolemn Sacrifice adore; 


A boding Sign the Prieſts and People ſee: -q 
A Snake of Size immenſe aſcends a Tree, | Kel 
And, in the leafie Summit, ſpy d a Neſt, * 
Which o'er her Callow Young, a Sparrow preſs'd, An 


Eight were the Birds unfledg d; their Mother flew, Th 
And hover'd round her Care; but ftill in view: 


Till the fierce Reptile firſt devour'd the Brood; K 
Then ſeiz d the fluttꝰ ring Dam, and drunk hex Blood. W 
This dire Oftent, the fearful People view; 

_ Calchas alone, by Phabus taught, foreknew 

What Heaw'n decreed; and with a ſmiling Glanee, 

Thus gratulates to Greece her happy Chance. 
O Argives, we ſhall Conquer: Troy is ours, FT 
But long Delays ſhall firſt afflict our Pow'rs - 


Nine Years of Labour, the nine Birds portend; 
The Tenth ſhall in the Town's Deſtruction end. 

The Serpent, who his Maw. obſcene had filbd, 
The Branches in his curl'd Embraces held: 
Zut, as in Spires he ſtood, he turn'd to Stone: 
The ſtony Snake retain'd the Figure: ſtill his own, 

Yet, not for this, the Wind-bound Navy weigh d; 
Slack were their Sails; and Neptune diſobey'd, 
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vme thought him loath the Town ſhou'd be deſtroy d, 
Whoſe Building had his Hands Divine employ'd : 
Not ſo the Seer; who knew, and known forefhow'd> 
The Virgin Phabe, with a Virgin's Blood 

Muſt firſt be reconeil'd: The common Cauſe. 
Nrevail'd 5 and Pity yielding to the Laws, 

Fair Iphigenia the devoted Maid 

Was, by the weeping Prieſts, in Lianeu-Robes array*'ds 
all mourn her Fate; but no Relief appear'd : | 
The Royal victim bound, the Knife already rear d: 
When that offended Pow'r, who caus'd their Woe; 
lelenting ceas d her Wrath; and Rtop'd the coming 
4 Miſt before the Miniſters ſhe caſt, L Blow, 
And, in the Virgin's room, a Hind ſhe plac'd, 

Th! Oblation lain, and Phabe reconcil'd, 

The Storm was huſh'd, and dimpled Ocean ſmil'd: 
A favourable Gale aroſe from Shore; 

Which to the Port delir'd, the Grecian Gallies bore, * 


The Houſe ef FAME. 


Full in * midſt of this created Spaces > ' 
betwixt Heav'n, Earth, and Skies, there r e a lace, 
Confining on all three, with triple Bound; 

Whence all Things, tho' remote, — 
And thither bring their undulating Sound. 

The Palace of loud Fame, her Seat of Pow'r, 
Flac'd on the Summet of a lofty Tow'r ; ; 

A thouſand winding Entries long and wide, 
Receive of fieſh Reports a flowing Tide. 


A thouſand Crannies in the Walls are made; 
Nor Gate, nor Bars exclude the buſie Trade. 
zTis built of Braſs, the better to diffuſe 
The ſpreading Sounds, and multiply the News: 
Where Eccho's in repeated Eccho's play: 
A Mart for ever full, and open Night and Day. 
Nor Silence is within, nor Voice expreſs, 
But a deaf Noiſe of Sounds, that never ceaſe. 
Confus'd, and chiding, like the hollow Roar 
Of Tides, receding from th' inſulted Shore. 


Or like the broken Thunder, heard from far, | 


.When Fove at diſtance drives the rowling War, 
The Courts are fill'd with a tumultuous Din 
Of Crouds, or iſſuing. forth, or entring. in: 
A thorough-fare of News: Where ſome deviſe 


Things never heard, ſome mingle Truth with Lies 
The troubled Air with empty Sounds they beat, 


Intent to hear, and eager to repeat, 
Error fits brooding there, with added Train 
Of vain Credulity, and Joys as yain : 


Suſpicion, with Sedition join'd, are near, py, 
And Rumors rais d, and Murmurs mix d, and Panique 


Fame ſits aloft, and fees the ſubject Ground; 


And seas about, and Skies above; enquiring all around. 
The Goddefs gives th? Alarm; and ſoon is knova 


The Grecian Fleet, deſcending on the Town, 
Fix'd on Defence the Trojans ate not flow. 
To guard their Shore, from an expected Foe, 
They moet in Fight: By Hefor's fatal Hand 
Proteſilaus falls, and bites the Strand- 


% 
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vhich with Expence of Blood the Grerians won; 
nd prov'd the Strength unknown of Priam's Son. 
ad to their. Coſt the Trojan Leaders felt 

he Grecian Heroes 3 and what Deaths they dealt. 


N 
„ 
4 Il. 


The Story of CYGNUS. 


Tom theſe firſt Onfets, the Sigæan Shore a 
15 rew'd with Carcaſſes, and ftain'd with Gore: 
Neptwnian Cygnus Troops of Greeks had ſlain ; 
Achilles in his Carr had ſcour'd the Plain, 
And elear d the Trojan Ranks: Where-e'er he fought, 
gun, or Hector, through the Fields he ſought : 
oh he found; on him his Force eſſay'd : 
For Hector was to the tenth Year delay'd.. 
his white main'd Steeds, that bow'd beneath the Yoke, 

He chear'd.to Courage, with a gentle Stroke; 

Then urg'd his fiery Chariot on the Foe 3 

And riſing ſhook his Lance; in act to throw. 

But firſt he cry*d, O Youth, be proud to bear 
, WT Thy Death, ennobled by Pelides' Spear. 
© WE The Lance purſu'd the Voice without delay, 

Vor did the whizzing Weapon miſs the way. 3. 

nu pierc'd his Cuiraſs, with ſuch Fury ſent, 
nd fign'd his Boſom with. a Purple Dint. 

At this the Seed of Neptune ; Goddeſs-born, . 

For Ornament, not Uſe, theſe Arms are worn 4. 

This Helm, and heavy. Buckler, 1 can ſpare; 

As only Decorations of the War: 

Sa Mars is arm'd for Glory, not for Need. 
"Tis ſomewhat more from Neptune to proceed, 
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Than from a Daughter of the Sea to ſpring 
Thy Sire is Mortal ; mine is Ocean's King. 
Secure of Death, I ſhou'd contemn thy Dart, 
Tho? naked; and impaſſible depart ; 
He ſaid, and threw : The trembling Weapon paid 
Through nine Bull-hides, each under other plac's 1 | 
On his broad Shield; and tuck within the laſl, 
Achilles wrench'd it out; and ſent again 
The hoſtile Gift: The hoſtile Gift was vain, | 
He try'd a third, a tough well-chofen Speax z 
Th' inviolable Body ſtood ſincere, 
Though Cygnus then did no Defence provide, 
- But ſcornful offer d his unſhielded Side, 
Not otherwiſe th' impatient Hero fat'd, 
Than as a Bull incompaſs'd with a Guard, 
Amid the Circus 10ars, provok'd from far 
By ſight of Scarlet, and a ſanguine War : 
They quit their Ground, his bended Horns elude ; 
In vain purfuing, and in vain purſu'd. | 
Before to farther Fight he wou'd advance, 
He ſtood conſidering, and ſurvey'd his Lance, 
Doubts if he wielded nor a wooden Spear 
Without a Point > He took'd, the Point was there; 
This is my Hand, and this my Lance, he ſaid; 
By which ſo many thouſand Foes are dead. 
O whether is their uſual Virtue fled ! 
1 had it once; and the Lyrneſſian Wall, 
And Tenedos, confeſs'd it in their Fall. 
Thy Streams, Caicus, rowl'd a Crimſon-Flood ; 
And Thebes ran red with her own Natives Blood. 
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vice Telephus employ'd their piercing Steel, 

wound him firſt, and afterward to heal. 

te Vigour of this Arm was never vain: = 

ind that my wonted Proweſs I retain, | | 1 

mels theſe Heaps of Slaughter on the Plain. 

laid; and, doubtful of his former Deeds, 

d ſome new Tryal of his Force proceeds. 

e choſe Meneres from among the reſt 

it him he launch'd his Spear, and pierc'd his Breaſt ; 

Ju the hard Earth the Lycian knock'd his Head, 

ind lay ſupine ; and forth the Spirit fled, 

then thus the Hero; Neither can 1 blame 

The Hand, or Jawlin; both are Rill the ſame, 

be ſame I will employ againſt this Toe, 

ud wiſh but with the ſame Succeſs to throw. 

v ſpoke the Chief; and while he ſpoke he threw z 

je Weapon with unerring Fury flew, 5 

lt his left Shoulder aim d: Nor Entrance found 4. 

Bu back, as from a Rock, with ſwift Rebound 

Hrmleſs return d: A bloody Mark appear d, 

wich with falſe Joy the flatter'd Hero chear d. 

Wound there was none; the Blood that was in view, 

The Lance before from ſlain Menates drew. 

Hleadlong he leaps from off his lofty Car, 

and in cloſe Fight on Foot tenews the War. = 
Raging with high. Diſdain, repeats his Blows ; 

Nor Shield, nor Armour can their Force oppoſe 3 

Huge Cantlets of his Buckler ſtrew the Ground, 

and no Defence in his bord Arms is found. 

lut on his Fleſh, no Wound or Blood is ſeen, - 

The Sword it (elf is blunted on the Skin. 


3 
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This vain Attempt the Chief no longer bears ; 
But round his hollow Temples and his Ears 
His Buckler beats: The Sun of Neptune, ſtunn'd 
With theſe repeated Buffers, quits his Ground ; 
A ſickly Sweat ſucceeds, and Shades of Night; 
Inverted Nature ſwims before his Sight: 
Th' inſulting victor prefles on the more, 
And treads the Steps the Vanquiſh'd trod before, | 
Nor Reſt, nor Reſpite gives. A Stone there lay 
Behind his trembling Foe, and ſtopp' d his Way: 
Achilles took th' Advantage which he found, 
O'er-tnrn'd, and puſh'd him backward! on the Groun 
His Buckler held him under, while he preſs'd, 
With both his Knees, above, his panting Breaſt, 
Vnlac'd his Helm: About his Chin the Twiſt The 
He ty'd; and ſoon the ſtrangled Soul difmiſs's, bad 
With eager Haſte he went to ſtrip the Dead: Wo! 


The vaniſh'd Body from his Arms was fled, Fro! 
His Sea-God Sire, t ';mmortalize his Frame, Am 
Had turnꝰd it to a Bird that bears his Name. An 


A Truce ſucceeds the Labours of this Day, 
"And Arms ſufpended with a long Delay. 
While Trojan Walls are kept with Watch and Ward 
The Greeks before their Trenches mount the Guard 
The Feaſt approach'd; when to the blue-ey'd Maid i l 

His Vows for Cygnus ſlain the Victor paid, 

And a white Heyfer on her Altar laid. \ 
The reeking Entrails on the Fire they threw, 
And to the Gods the grateful Odour flew ; 

 Heay'h had its Part in Sacrifice: The reſt 

Was broil'd; and roaſted for the future Feaſt. 
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te chief invited Gueſts were ſet around: 

ud Hunger firſt aſlwag'd, the Bowls were crown'd, 

rhich in deep Draughts their Cares, and Labours 
drown'd. 

te mellow Harp did not their Ears . 2 

ad mute was all the Warlike Symphony: 

iſcourſe, the Food of Souls, was their Delight, 

nd pleaſing Chat prolong'd the Snmmer's-night. 

he Subject, Deeds of Arms; and Valour ſhown, 

ot on the Trojan Side, or on their own. 

of Dangers undertaken, Fame atchiev' d. 

hey talk d by turns; the Talk by turns reliev'd. : - 

Vhat Things but theſe cou'd fierce Achilles tell, 

ot what cou'd fierce Achilles hear ſo well? 

The laſt great AR perform'd, of Cygnus ſlain, 3 

Did moſt the Martial Audience entertain : | 

Wondting to find a Body free by Fate 

from steel; and which cou'd ev'n that Steel rebate : 1 

Amaz d, their Admiration they renew; 

And ſcarce Pelides cou d believe it te. 


The Story of On NE Us: 


Then Neftor thus : What once this Age has known, 
In fated Cygnus, and i in him alone, 

Theſe Eyes have ſeen in Caneus long before; 
Whoſe Body not a thouſand Swords cou d bore. 
Cenews, in Courage, and in Strength, excell'd ; 
And till bis Othry's with his Fame is fill'd: 
but what did moſt his Martial Deeds adorn, . 
(Though ſince he chang'd his Sex) a Woman born. 
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A Novelty ſo ſtrange, and full of Fate, 
His liſt'ning Audience ask'd him to relate. 
«Achilles thus commends their common Sute : - 
O Father, firſt for Prudence in Repute, 
Tell, with that Eloquence, ſo much thy own, 
What thou haſt heard, or what of Ceneus known: | 
What. was he, whence his Change of Sex begun, 
What Trophies, join'd in Wars with thee, he won} 
Who conquer'd him, and in what fatal Strife 
The Youth, without a Wound, cou'd loſe his Life 
Neleides then; Though tardy Age, and Time, 
Have ſhrunk my Sinews, and decay'd my Prime; 
Though much 1 have forgotten of my Store, 
Yet not exhauſted, 1 remember more. 
Of all that Arms atchiey'd, or Peace deſign'd, 
That Action ſtill is freſher in my Mind, 
Than ought beſide. If reverend Age can give 


To Faith a Sanction, in my third I live. 6 
was in my ſecond Cent*ry, I ſurvey'd 4 


Young Cents, then a fair Theſſalian Maid : 
Cenis the bright, was born to high Command; 
A Princeſs, and a Native of thy Land, T1 
Divine Achilles; every Tongue proclaim'd 
Her Beauty, and her Eyes all Heaits inflam'd. 
Peleus, thy Sire, perhaps had ſought her Bed, 
Among the reft ; but he had either led 
Thy Mother then; or was by Promiſe ty'd; 
But ſhe to him, and all, alike her Love deny'd. in 
It was her Fortune once to take her Way 
Along the ſandy Margin of the Sea 


* 
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he Pow'x of Ocean view'd her as the paſs'd, 
ind, lov'd as ſoon as ſeen, by Force embrac'd. 
co Fame reports. Her Virgin-Treaſure ſeiz?d, 
uud his new Joys, the Raviſher ſo pleas'd, 
hat thus, tranſported, to the Nymph he cry'd ; 
Wk what thou wilt, no Pray'r ſhall be deny'd. 
this alſo Fame relates: The haughty Fair, 

wo not the Rape ev'n of a God cou'd bear, 
This Anſwers proud, return'd : To mighty Wrongh: 
4 mighty Recompence, of right, belongs. 
Give me no more to ſuffer ſuch a Shame; 
zu change the Woman, for a better Name; 
One Gift for all: She ſaid; and while the ſpoke, 
A ſtern, majeſtick, manly Tone ſhe took. 
1 Man the was :. And as the Godhead ſwore, 
To ceneus turn d, who Canis was before. 

To this the Lover adds, without Requeſt, 
No force of Steel ſhou'd violate his Breaſt. 
Glad of the Gift, the .new-made Warrior goes; 
and Arms among the Greeks, and longs for _ Foes, 


The Skirmiſh between the Cena AURS 
42 LAPITHITES. 


Now brave Peritbous, bold Ixion's Son, 
The Love of fair Hippodame had won. 
The Cloud-begotten Race, half Men, half Beaft, 
Invited, came to grace the Nuptial Feaſt : 
In a cool Cave's Receſs the Treat was made, 
Whoſe Entrance, Trees with ſpreading Boughs o'er. 
| 205 | { ſhade, 
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They ſate: and ſummon'd by the Bridegroom, cam 
To mix with thoſe, the Lapythean Name: 
Nor wanted 1: The Roofs with Joy reſound: 
And Hymen, Io Hymen, rung around. | 
| Rais'd Altars ſhone with holy Fires; the Bride, 
Lovely her ſelf (and lovely by her Side 
A Bevy of bright Nymphs, with ſober Grace,) 
_ Cameglitt'ring like a Star, and took her Place, 
Her Heav'nly Form beheld, all wiſt'd her Joy; 
And little wanted, but in vain, their Wiſhes all employ, 
For One, moſt Brutal, of the Brutal Brood, 
Or whether Wine, or Beauty fir'd his Blood, 
Or both at once, beheld with luſtful Eyes 
The Bride; at once reſolv'd to make his Prize, 
Down went the Board; and faſtning on her Hair, 
He ſeiz d with ſudden Force the frighted Fait. 
"Twas Euryrus began: His beſtial Kind 
His Crime purſu'd ; and each as pleas'd his Mind, 
Or her, whom Chance preſented, took: The Feaſt 
An Image of a taken Town expreſs'd. | 
The Cave reſounds with Female Shrieks; ve tiſc, 
Mad with Revenge, to make a ſwift Repriſe : 
And Theſeus firſt, What Frenzy has poſſeſs d, 
O Eurytus, he cry'd, thy brutal Breaſt, 
To wrong Perithous, and not him alone, 
But while I live, two Friends conjoyn'd in one? 
To juſtifie his Threat, he thruſts aſide 
The Crowd of Centaurs; and redeems the Bride: 
The Monſter nought reply'd: For Words were vain, 
And Deeds cou'd only Deeds unjuſt maintain: 
. F . ; But 
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zut anſwers with his Hand; and forward preſs'd, 

With Blows redoubled, on his Face, and Breaſt. 

An ample Goblet Rood, of antick Mold, 

And rough with Figures of the riſing Gold; 

The Hero ſnatch'd it up, and toſs'd in Air 

Full at the Front of the foul Ravither. 

He falls; and failing vomits forth a Flood. 

of Wine, and Foam, and Brains, and mingled Blood. 

Half roaring, and half neighing through the Hall, 

Ams, Arms, the double-form'd with Fury call; 

To wreak their Brother's Death: A Medley-Flight 

Of Bowls and Jars, at firſt ſupply the Fight, 

once Inſtruments of Feaſts ; but now of Fate; 

Wine animates their Rage, and arms their Hate. 
Bold Amycus, from the robb'd Veſtry brings 

The Chalices of Heav'n; and holy Things 

Of precious Weight : A Sconce, that hung on high, 

With Tapers fill'd, to light the Sacriſty, | 

Torn from the Cord, with his unhallow'd Hand 

He threw amid the Lapythean Band. 

On Celadon the Ruin fell; and left 

His Face of Feature, and of Form bereft : 

$0, when ſome brawny Sacrificer knocks, 

Before an Altar led, an offer d Ox, . 

His Eye-balls rooted out, are thrown to Ground; - 

His Noſe, diſmantled, in his Mouth is found; 8 

His Jaws, Cheeks, Front, one undiſtinguiſh'd Wound. 
This, Belates, th' Avenger, cou'd not brook; 

But, by the Foot, a Maple board he took; - 

And huil'd at Amycus; his Chin it bent 

Againſt his Cheſt, and down the Centaur ſent - 
You, II, | L 
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Whom ſputtring bloody Teeth, the ſecond Blow 
Of his drawn Sword, diſpatch'd to Shades below. 

Grineus was near; and caſt a furious Look 
On the Side-Altar, cens'd with ſacred Smoke, 
And bright with flaming Fires; The Gods, heery'd, 
Have with their holy Trade our Hands ſupply'd: 
Why uſe we not their Gifts? Then from the Floor 
An Altar-Stone he heav'd, with all the Load it bote: 
Altar, and Altar's Freight together flew, 
Where thickeſt throng*d the Lapythean Crew ; 
And, at once, Broteas and Oryus flew. 

ns Mother, Mycale, was known 
| Down from her Sphere to draw the lab'ring Moon, 

Exadius cry d, Unpuniſh'd ſhall not go 
This Fact, if Arms are found againſt the Foe, 
He look'd about, where on a Pine were ſpread 
The votive Horns of a Stag's branching Head : 
At Grineus theſe he throws ; ſo juſt they fly, 
That the ſharp Antlers tuck in either Eye: 
Breathleſs, and Blind he fell; with Blood beſmear'd; 
His Eye-balls beaten out, hung dangling on his Beard, 
Fierce Matus, from the Hearth a burning Brand 
Selects, and whirling waves; till, from his Hand 
The Fire took Flame; then daſh'd it from the right, 
On fair Charaxus' Temples, near the Sight: 
The whiſtling Peſt came on, and pierc'd the Bone, 
And caught the yellow Hair, that ſhrivel'd while it 

ſhone, | 

Caught, like dry Stubble fir d; or like Seerwood; 
Yet from the Wound enſu'd no Purple Flood; 
But look d a bubbling Maſs, of frying Blood. 
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lis blazing Locks ſent forth a crackling Sound; 

and hiſs'd, like red hot 1r'n within the * 

drown' d. 

The wounded Warrior ſhook his flaming Hair, 

Then (what a Team of Horſe could hardly rear) 

He heaves the Threſhold- Stone; but could not throw; 

The Weight itſelf forbad the threaten d Blow; 

Which dropping from his lifted Arms, came down 

Full on Cometes* Head; and cruſt'd his Crown. 2 

Nor Rhatws then retain'd his Joy; but ſaid, _ 

$0 by their Fellows may our Foes be ſped; 6 

Then, with redoubled Strokes he plies his Head? 

The burning Lever not deludes his Pains: 

But drives the batter d Skull within the Rrains, 
Thus fluſh'd, the Conqueror, with Force renew d 

Evagrus, Dryas, Corythus, purſu d: 

it, co rythus, with downy Cheeks, he ſlev; 

Whoſe Fall, when fierce Evagrus had in view, 

He cry d, What Palm is from a beardleſs Prey? 
Matus prevents what more he had to ſay ; 

And drove within his Mouth the fi'ry Death, 

Which enter'd hiſſing in, and choak'd his Breath. 

At Dry4s next he flew : But weary Chance, 

No longer wau'd the ſame Succeſs advance. 

For while he whirl'd in fi*ry Circles round 

The Brand, a ſharpen'd Stake ſtrong Dryas found > 

And in the Shoulder's Joint inflicts rhe Wound. 

The Weapon ſtuck ; which, roaring out with Pain, 

He drew; nor longer durſt the Fight maintain, 

Put turn ' d his Back, for Fear; and fled amain. 

TITEL Lz 
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With him fled Orneus, with like Dread poſſeſsd; 
Thaumas, and Medon wounded in the Breaſt ; | 
And Mermeros, in the late Race renown'd, 
Now limping ran, and tardy with his Wound. 
Pholus, and Melaneus from Fight withdrew, f 
And Abas maim'd, who Boars encountring ſlew: 
And Augur Aſtylos, whoſe Art in vain, | 


5 


From Fight diſſuaded the four- footed Train, 
Now beat the Hoof with Neſs on the Plain; ; 
' But to his Fellow cry'd, Be ſafely flow, 

Thy Death deferr'd is due to Great Alcides Bow, 
Mean time ſtrong Dryas urg'd his Chance fo well 
That Lycidas, Areos, Imbreus fell; 

All, one by one, and fighting Face to Face: 
crenæus fled, to fall with more Diſgrace : 
For, fearful, while he look'd behind, he bore, 

| Betwixt his Noſe, and Front, the Blow before. 

Amid the Noiſe, and Tumult of the Fray, | 
Snoring, and drunk with Wine, Aphidas lay. 

Ev'n then the Bowl within his Hand he kept, 

And on a Bear's rough Hide ſecurely flepr. 

Him Phorbas with his flying Dart transfixd; 
Take thy next Draught, with Stygian Waters mix'd, 
And ſleep thy fill, th? inſulting Victor ery'd ; 
Surpriz'd with Death unfelt, the Centaur dy'd; 
The ruddy Vomit, as he breath'd his Soul, 
Repaſs'd his Throat, and fill'd his empty Bowl, 

1 ſaw Petræusꝰ Arms employ'd around 
A well-groan Oak, to root it from the Ground. 
This way, and that, he wrench'd the fibrous Bands; 
The Truak, was like a Sappling, in his Hands, 
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And kill obey d the zent: While thus he ſtood, 
prithous Dart drove on z and nail'd him to the wood; 
Lyeur, and Chromis fell, by him oppreſs'd : 
Helops, and Diffis added to the reſt 
4 nobler Palm: Helops, through either Ear 
Transfix d, receiv'd the penetrating Spear. | 
This Difis ſaw ; ; and, ſeiz d with ſudden Fright, * 
Leapt headlong from the Hill of Reepy height ; 
and cruſh'd an Aſh beneath, that cou'd not bear 
his Weight. | | | 
The ſhatter'd Tree receives: his Fall 5 0 aulkes, 
within his full-blown Paunch, the marpen' d Spikes, 
Strong Aphareus had heav'd a mighty Stone, 
The Fragment of a Rock ; and wou'd have throws 
But Theſes, with a Club of harden'd-Oak,, 8 


The Cubit-bone of the bold Centaur broke; F 
And left him maim'd ; nor ſeconded the Stroke. 
Then leapt on tall Bianor's Back: (Who bore. - 
No mortal Burden but his own, before) 
Neſs'd with his Knees his Sides; the double Man, | 
His ſpeed with Spurs increas'd, unwilling ran. 
One Hand the Hero faſten'd on his Locks; 
His other ply'd him with, repeated Strokes. 
The Club rung round his Ears, and batter'd Brows , | 
He falls; and lathing up his Heels, his Rider throws. 

The ſame Herculean Arms, Nedymnus wound ; 
And lay by him Lycotas on the Ground. 
And Hippaſus, whoſe Beard his Breaſt invades 3 
And Nipheus, Haunter of the Woodland Shades: 
And Tereus, us d with Mountain-Bears to ſtrive ; 
And from their Deas to draw th' indignant Beaſts alive 

| = 3 
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Demoeleon cou'd not bear this hateful Sight, 
Or the long Fortune of th* Athenian Knight : 
But pull'd with all his Force, to diſengage 
From Earth a Pine, the Product of an Age: 
The Root ſtuck faſt : The broken Trunk he em 
At Theſen ,: Theſeus fruſtrates his Intent, 
And leaps aſide; by Pallas warn'd, the Blow 
To ſhun: (for ſo he ſaid; and we believ'd it fo,) 
Yet not in vain th* enormous Weight was caſt ; 
Which Crentor's Body ſunder'd at the Waiſt : 
Thy Father's Squire, Achilles, and his Cate; 
Whom conquer'd in the Polopeian War, 
Their King, his preſent Ruin to prevent, 

A Pledge of Peace implor'd, to Peleus ſent, 
Thy Sire, with grieving Eyes, beheld his Fate; 
And cry d, Not long, lov'd crantor, malt thou wait 

Thy vow'd Revenge. At once he faid, and thtey 
His Afſhen-Spear 3 which quiver'd, as it fle; 
With all his Force, and all his Soul apply'd ; 
The ſharp Point enter'd in the Centaur's Side: 
Both Hands, to wrench it out, the Monſter join'd; 
And wrench'd it out; but left the Steel behind. 
Stuck in his Lungs it ſtood: Inrag'd he rears 
His Hoofs, and down to Ground thy Father bean. 
Thus trampled under Foot, his Shield defends 
His Head; his other Hand the Lance portends. 
Ev'n while he lay extended on the Duſt, 
He ſped the Centaur, with one ſingle Thruſt, 
Two more, his Lance before transfix'd from far; 
Aud two, his Sword had flain, in cloſer Wax. 


it 
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To theſe was added Dorylas, who ſpread 

& Bull's two goring Horns around his Head. 

With theſe he puſh'd; in Blood already dy'd, 

Him, fearleſs, I approach'd ; and thus defy'd : = 
Now, Monſter, now, by Proof it ſhall appear, 

Whether thy Horns are ſharper, or my Spear. 

At this, I threw : For want of other Ward, 

xe lifted up his Hand, his Front to guard. 

His Hand it-paſs'd ; and fix'd it to his Brow.:. 

Loud Shouts of ours attend the lucky Blow. 

Vim Pelews finiſh'd, with a ſecond Wound, | 
Which thro* the Navel pierc'd: He reel'd around 8 
And dragg'd his dangling. Bowels on the Ground. 
Trod what he drag'd; and what he trod, he cruſh'd: - 
Aud to his Mother-Earth, with empty Belly, ruſt'd. 


The Story of CYLLARUS and HYLONOME. - 


Nor cou'd thy Form, O Cyllars:, foreſlow 
Thy Fate; (if Form to Monſters Men allow :) 
Juſt bloom'd thy Beard: Thy Beard of golden Hue: 
Thy Locks, in golden Waves, about thy Shoulders flew: - 
Sprightly thy Look: Thy Shapes in ev'ry Part 
So clean, as might inſtruct the Sculptor's Art; 3. 
As far as Man extended: Where began 
The Beaſt, the Beaſt was equal to the Man. 
Add but a Horſe's Head and Neck; and he, 
O Caſtor, was a Courſer worthy thee. 
So was his Back proportion'd for the Seat; 
So. roſe kis brawpy Cheſt ; ſo ſwiftly nor'd his Fortes 
L 4. 
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Coal-black his Colour, but like Jett it mone; 
His Legs, and flowing Tail were white alone, 

. Belov'd by many Maidens of his Kind; 

But Fair Hylenome poſſeſs'd his Mind; 

Hylonome, for Features, and for Face, 

Excelling all the Nymphs of double Race: 

Nor leſs her Blandiſhments, than Beauty, move; 

At once both loving, and confeſſing Love. 

For him ſhe dreſs'd : For him, with Female Cate 

She comb'd, and ſet in Curls, her auborn Hair, 

Of Roſes, Violets, and Lillies mix'd, 

And Sprigs of flowing Rofemary betwixt, 

She form'd the Chaplet, that adorn'd her Front: 

In Waters of the Pagaſæan Fount, 

And in the Streams that from the Fountain play, 

She waſh'd her Face; and bath'd her twice a Day, 

The Scarf of Furs, that hung below her Side, 

Was Ermin, or the Panther's ſpotted Pride; 

Spoils of no common Beaſt: With equal Flame 


They lov'd : Their Silvan Pleaſures were the ſame! 


All Day they hunted : And when Day expir d, 
Together to ſome ſhady Cave retir'd ; 
Invited to the Nuptials, both repair: 

And, Side by Side, they both engage in War, 
Uncertain from what Hand, a flying Dart 
At cyllarus was ſent; which pierc'd his Heart. 
The Jav'lin drawn from out the mortal Wound, 


He faints with ſtagg ring Steps; and ſeeks the Ground: 


The Fair, within her Arms receiv'd his Fall, 
And ſtrove his wand' ring Spirits to recall: 
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Aud while her Hand the ſtreaming Blood oppos d. 
pin d Face to Face, his Lips with hers ſhe clos d. 
cifled with Kiſſes, a ſweet Death he diess 
the fills the Fields with undiftinguiſh'd Cries : 
kt leaſt her Words were in her Clamour drown' d; 
For my ſtunn'd Ears receiv'd no vocal Sound. 
In madneſs of her Grief, ſhe ſeiz d the Dart 
New-drawn, and. reeking from her Lover's Heart; 
To her bare Boſom the ſharp Point apply'd:;; 
And wounded fell; and falling. by his Side, 
Imbrac'd him in her Arms ; and thus aye I 
Ev'n ſtill methinks, 1 fee Pheocomes; 
Strange was his Habit, and as odd his Dreſs. 
ix Lions Hides, with Thongs together faſt, 
lis upper Part defended to his Wailt : 
And where Man ended, the continued Veſt, 
Spread on hisBack, the Houſs and Trappings of a zenſt. 
A Stump too heavy for a Team to draw 
(it ſeems a Fable, tho' the Fact I ſaw ;) 
lie threw at Pholon ; the deſcending Blow. | 
Divides the Skull, and cleaves his Head in two- 
The Brains, from Noſe, and Mouth, and either Ear, 
Came ifſuing out, as through a Colendar 
The curdled Milk ; ,pr from the Preſs the Whey, 
Drivn down by Weights above, is dtain'd away. 
But him, while ſtooping down to ſpoil the Slain, 
Fierc'd through the Paunch, I' tumbled” on the Flain 
Then Chthonyns, and Teleboas I flew 
A Fork the former arm'd; a Dart his Fellow tirews 
The Jav'lin wounded me; (behold the Scar. 
Then was my Time to ſeek the Trojan War 3. . 
* 5 
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Then 1 was Hefor's Match in open Field; kad 
But he was then unborn ; at leaſt a Child: Prev: 
Now, I am nothing. I forbear to tell 
By Periphanta how Pyretas fell; 
The Centaur by the Knight : Nor will 1 ſtaß 
On Amphix, or what Deaths he dealt that Day ; 
What Honour, with a pointleſs Lance, he won, 
Stuck in the Front of a Four-footed Man. 
What Fame young Macareus obtain'd in Fight: 
Or dwell on Neſſus, now return'd from Flight, 
How Prophet Mopſus not alone divin'd, 
| Whoſe Yalour equal'd his foreſeeing Mind. 


CEaNEUS Transform'd to an EAGLE, 
Already Cenews, with his conquering Hand, 
Had ſlaughter d five the boldeſt of their Band. 
Pyrachmus, Helymus, Antimachus, 

-- Bromus the Brave, and ſtronger Stiphelus, 
Their Names I number'd, and remember well, 
No Trace remaining, by what Wounds they fell. 

L.aitreus, the bulki'ſt of the double Race, 
Whom the ſpoil'd Arms of ſlain Haleſus grace, 

In Years retaining ſtill his Youthful Might, 
Though his black Hairs were interſpers'd with White, 
| Retwixt th' imbattled Ranks began to prance, 
Proud of his Helm, and Macedonian Lance ; 
And rode the Ring around; that either Hoaſt 
Might: hear him, while he made this empty Bos, 
And from a Strumpet ſhall we ſuffer Shame, 
Tor canis ſtill, not Cenens is thy Name: 
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dad ſtill the Native Softneſs of thy Kind 
Frevails 3 and leaves the Woman in thy Mind; 
Remember what thou wert; what Price was paid 
To.change thy Sex; to make thee not a Maid; 
And but a Man in ſhew : Go, card and ſpin; 
And leave the-Buſineſs of the War to Men. 

While thus the Boaſter exercis'd his Pride, 
The fatal Spear of Canews reach'd his Side: 
uſt in the mixture of the Kinds it ran; 
zetwint the neather Beaſt, and upper Man: 
The Monſter mad with Rage, and ſtung with * 
His Lance directed at the Hero's Heat: 
I ſtruck ; but bounded from his Barden Breaſt, 
Like Hail from Tiles, which the ſafe Houſe inveſt. 
Not ſeem'd the Stroke with more effect to come, 
Than a ſmall Pebble falling on a Drum. 
He next his Fauchion tty'd, in cloſer Fight ; 
hut the keen Fauchion had no Pow'r to bite. 
He thruſt z the blunted Point return'd again: 
Fince downright Blows, he cty'd, and Thruſts are vain, 
I'll prove his side; in ſtrong Embraces held 
He prov'd his Side; his Side the Sword repelld: 
His hollow Belly eccho'd to the stroke, : b 


Vatouch'd his Body, as a folid Rock; 
2 Ain d at his Neck at laſt, the Blade in Shivets broke. 5 
Th' Impaſſive Knight ſtood Idle, to deride A 
His Rage, and offer'd oft his naked Side ; : i 

At length, now Monſter, in thy turn, he cry'd. 

Try thou the Strength of Cenexs + At the Word 

He thuuſt ; and in his Shoulder plung'd the. word. 
| L6. 
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_ - . Fer Rill he heaves; and, ſtrugling with Deſpair, 
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Then writh'd his Hand; and as he drove it down» I tho 


Deep in his Breaſt, made many Wounds in one, le fi 

The Centaurs ſaw, inrag'd, th* unhop'd Succeſs ; - n la 
And ruſhing on, in Crowds, together prefs; ks w 
At him, and him alone, their Darts they threw : What 
Repuls'd they from his fated Body flew, Ion 
Amaz'd they ſtood; till Monichus began, Who 
© Shame, a Nation conquer'd by a Man ! ron 
A Woman-Man ! yet more a Man is He, | fay 


Than all our Race; and What He was, are We; 
Now, what avail our Netves ? th' united Force, 

Of two the ſtrongeſt Creatures, Man and Horſe ; 
Nor Goddeſs-born ; nor of Ixion's Seed 

We ſeem ; (a Lover built for Janos Bed;) 
Maſter'd by this half Man. Whole Mountains throw 
With Woods at once, and bury. him below. 

This only way remains. Nor need we doubt 

To choak the Soul within; though not to force it out: 
Heap Weights, inftead of Wounds, He chanc'dtoſce 
Where Southern Storms had rooted up a Tree; 
This, rais'd from Earth, againſt the Foe he threw 5. 
Th' Example ſhewn, his Fellow-Brutes purſue, 

With Fotcſi-loads the Warrior they invade ; 0 


Othrys, and Pelion ſoon were void of Shade; 
And ſpreading Groves were naked Mountains made. 
Preſs'd with the Burden, Caneus pants for Breath; 
And on his Shoulders bears the Wooden Death. 
To heave th' intolerable Weight he tries; 

At length it roſe above his Mouth and Eyes: 


If 


EL 


Shakes all aſide, and gains a gulp of Air 
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i fort Relief, which but prolongs his Pain; 
He faints by Fits; and then reſpires again - 
kt laſt, the Burden only nods above, 
ks when an Earthquake ſtirs th' Idaan 8 4 
Doubtful his Death: He ſuffocated ſeem'd, 
jo moſt ; but otherwiſe' our Mepſus deem d. 

Who ſaid he ſaw a yellow Bird ariſe 
hom out the Piles, and cleave the liquid Skies: 
fam it too, with golden Feathers bright 3 
Nor e er before beheld ſo ſtrange a Sight. 

Whom Mopſus viewing, as it ſoar'd around 
bur Troop, and heard the Pinions rattling Sound. 
All hail, he ery d, thy Country's Grace and Leve? 
Once firſt of Men below, now firſt of Birds above. 

Its Author to the Story gave Belief: 

For us, our Courage was increas'd by Grief : 
iham'd to ſee a ſingle Man, purſu'd 

Vith odds, to fink beneath a Multitude; 

Ve puſt'd the Foe: and, forc'd to ſhameful Flight 
hut fell, — Part eien wy Favour of the Night, 
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This Tale, by Neſtor told, did much dſpleaſe | 
Tlepolemus, the Seed of Hercule: | 


Ax ” 


for, often he had heard his Father ay, | 
That he himſelf was preſent at the Fray: 5. 
and more than ſhar'd the-Glories of the Day. 
Old Chronicle, he ſaid, among the reſt, 
dan might have nam d Alcides at the leaſt.:: 
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Is he nat worth your Praiſe ? The Pylian Prince 

| zigh d ere he ſpoke z then made this proud Defence. 
My former Woes in long Oblivion drown'd, 

1 you'd have loſt ; but you renew the Wound: 
Better to paſs him oer, than to relate 

The Cauſe 1 have your mighty Sire to hate. 

His Fame has fill'd the World, and reach'd the Sky 
(Which, Oh, I wiſh, with Truth, 1 cou'd deny !) 


We praiſe not Hefer z though his Name, we knoy, 


Is great in Arms 3; tis hard to praiſe a Foe, 

He, your great Father, levell'd to the Ground 
Meſſenia s Tow'rs : Nor better Fortune found 
Elis, and Pylosz That n neighb'ring State, 

And This my ewn : Both guiltleſs of their Fate. 

To paſs the reſt, twelve, wanting one, he ſlew; 
My Brethren, who their Birth from Velen, drew, 
All Youths of early Promiſe, had they liv'd ; . 
By him they periſn' d: 1 alone ſurviv'd. 

The reſt were eaſie Conqueſt : But the Fate 
Of Periclymenos, is wondrous to telate. 
To him, our common Grandfire of the Main, 


Had giv*n to change his Form, and chang'd, reſume 
| Vary'd at Pleaſure, every Shape he try'd; (again. 


And in all Beaſts, Aleides ſtill defy'd : 

Vanquiſh'd on Earth, at length he. ſoar'd above; 
Chang d to the Bird, that bears the Bolt of eve: 
The new-diflembled Eagle, now. endu'd | 

With Beak, and Pounces, Herenles purſi'd, 

And cuff'd his manly Cheeks, and tore his Face; 
hen, ſafe retir'd, and tour'd in empty. ſpace... 
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Alcides bote not long his flying Foe; 

zut bending his inevitable Bow, | 

Reach'd him in Air, ſuſpended as he food 5 

4nd in his Pinion fix d the feather'd Wood. = 

Light was the Wound; but in the Sinew. dag 5 \ f 

The Point; and his difabled Wing unſtrung, . i 

He wheel'd in Air, and ſtxetch'd his Vans in vun; 

his Vans no longer cou'd his Flight ſuſtain: 

For while one gather'd Wind, one unſupply d 

Hung drooping down, nor pois d his other Side. 

He fell : The Shaft that lightly was impreſs'd, 

Now from his heavy Fall with weight incteas'd, 

Drove through his Neck, aſlant; he ſpurns the Ground, 

And the Soul iflues through the Weazon's Wound. 
Now, brave Commander of the Wodian _ 

What Praiſe is due from me, to Hercules ? 

Silence is all the Vengeance 1 decree 

For my ſlain Brothers; but 'tis Peace with ther. 

Thus with a flowing Tongue old Nefor ſpoke: - 
Then, to full Bowls each other they provoke : 

At length, with Wearineſs, and Wine oppreſs'd, 

They ziſe from Table; and withdraw to Reſt, 


The Death of Acni LLES, 


Mean time, laments his Sen, in Battel ſlain, 

And vows the Victor's Death; por vows in vain. 
Fot nine long Years the ſmother'd Pain he bore; 
(Achilles was not ripe for Fate, before:) 


The Sire of Cygnus, Monarch of the Main, 5 


_— 
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Then when he ſaw the promis'd Hour was near, 
He thus beſpoke the God, that guides the Year. 


Immortal Offepring of my Brother Fove ; Aud 
My brighteſt Nephew, and whom beſt I love, | and | 
Whoſe Hands were join'd with mine, to raiſe the Wal} 


Of tottring Trey, now nodding to her Fall, 
Doſt thou not mourn our Pow'r- _— in vain; 
And the Defenders of our City ſlain? 
To paſs the reſt, cou'd noble Hector lie 
Unpity'd, drag'd around his Native Troy ? 
And yet the Murd'rer lives: Himſelf by far 
A greater Plague, than all the waſteful War: 
He lives; the proud Pelides lives, to boaſt 
Our Town deſtroy d, our common Labour loft, - 
O, could I meet him! But I wiſtr too late: 
To prove my Trident is not in his Fate! 
Zut let him try (for that's allow'd) thy Dart, 
And pierce his only penetrable Part. 
Apollo bows to the ſuperior Throne; 

And to his Vacle's Anger, adds his own: - 

Then in a Cloud inyoly'd, he takes his Flight, 5 
Where Greeks, and Trojans mix'd in mortal Fight; 
And found out Paris, lurking where he ſtood, 
And ſtain'd his Arrows. with Plebeian blood: 
Phæbus to him alone the God confeſs d, 
Then to the recreant Knight, he thus addreſs'd. 
Doſt thou not bluſh, to ſpend thy Shafts in vain 

On a. degenerate, and ignoble Train 
If Fame, or better Vengeance be thy Care, 
There aim: And, with one Arrow, end the War. 


UI, 


me 
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He ſaid 3 and thew'd from far the blazing Shield I 

And Sword, which, bur Achill es, none cou d wield; 

4nd how he mov'd a God, and mow'd the ſtand-· 

ing Field. | 7 

The Deity himſelf dire&s aright Wie: e 

Th! invenom'd Shaft; and wings the fatal Flight. 
Thus fell the foremoſt of the Grecian Name; 

ind He, the baſe Adult'rer, boafts the Fame. 

4 Spectacle to glad the Trojan Train; 

and pleaſe old Priam, after Hector ſlain. 

f by a Female Hand he had foreſeen 

He was to die, his Wiſh had rather been 

The Lance, and double Ax of the fair Warrious 

Queen. 

And now the Terror of As Trojan Field, 

The Grecian Honour, Ornament, and Shield, 

High on a Pile, th' Unconquer'd Chief is plac'd, 

The God that arm'd him firſt, conſum'd at laſt, 

Of all the mighty Man, the ſmall Remains 

A little Urn, and ſcarcely fill'd, contains. 


let great in Homer, ſtill Achilles lives; 


And equal to himſelf, himſelf ſurvives. 
His Buckler owns its former Lord; and brings 

New cauſe of Strife, betwixt contending Kings 

Who Worthi'ſt after him, his Swozd to wield, 

Ot wear his Armour, or ſuſtain his Shield. 

Ey'n Diomede ſate mute, with down-caſt Eyes; 

Conſcious of wanted Wotth to win the Prize: 

Not Menelaus preſum'd theſe Arms to claim, 

Nor He the King of Men, a greater Name. 


. 
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Two Rivals only roſe: Laertes Son, Ne 
And the vaſt Bulk of Ajax Telamen : 
3 The King, who chetiſh d each, with equal Love, 
| And from himſelf all Envy wou'd remove, 

Left both to be determin'd by the Laws ; 

And to the Grecian Chiefs transferr'd the Cauſe, 


The End of #he Twelfth Bool. 
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he Speeches of Ajax. and ULrsses. 
. By Mr. DaxoEx. 


5 x N 285 HE Chiefs were ſet; the Soldiers 
r N x crown'd the Field: . 
1 CE + To theſe the Maſter of the Seven. 
0 5 3 fold Shield ; : 
Ai 2 Vpſtarted fierce : And kindled vim 
4 Diſdain 

| ber to wah unable to contain 

ls boiling Kage, he rewl'd his Eyes around 

| The Shore, and Grecian Gallies hall'd bed 
Then ſtretching out his Hands, O Fove, he cry * 
Muſt then our Cauſe before the Fleet be try*d? 
And dares Viyſſes for the Prize contend, 

la ſight of what he durſt not once defend ? 


7 


4 
* 
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Dut baſely fled that memorable Day, 
| When 1 from Heffor's Hands redeem'd the flaminy 
So much tis ſafer at the noiſie Bar (Prey 
With Words to flouriſh, than ingage in War, 

By diff*rent Methods we maintain our Right, 

Nor am 1 made to Talk, nor he to Fight, F. 
In bloody Fields I labour to be great; The: 
His Arms are a ſmooth Tongue, and ſoft Deceit: Mo i 
Nor need I ſpeak my Deeds, for thoſe you fee, Nor 


The Sun, and Day are Witneſſes for me. Whi 
Let him who fights unſeen, relate his own, Fore 
And vouch the ſilent Stars, and conſcious Moon, Ml and 
Great is the Prize demanded, I confeſs, Till 
But ſuch an abje& Rival makes it leſs ; (lll 
That Gift, thoſe Honours, he but hop'd to gain, {Wo 
Can leave no room for Ajax to be vain : An 
Loſing he wins, becauſe his Name will be An 


Ennobled by Defeat, who durſt contend with me. Kol 
Were my known Valour queſtion'd, yet my Blood det 


Without that Plea wou'd make my Title good: Ha 
My Sire was Telamon, whoſe Arms, employ d Or 
With Hercules, theſe Trojan Walls deſtroy'd ; Th 
And who before with Faſon, ſent from Greece, Wl Nc 
In the firſt Ship brought home the Golden Fleece, ln 
Great Telamen from Æacus derives + W 
His Birth (th' Inquiſitor of guilty Lives n 
In Shades below; where Siſyphus, whoſe Son, A 


This Thief is thought, rouls up the reſtleſs heavy T1 
Juſt Æacus, the King of Gods above (Stone.) n 


Begot: Thus Ajax is the third from Fore, 0 
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ot hou'd 1 feek Advantage from my Line, 
luleſs ( Achilles) it were mix'd with thine : 
nent of Kin Achilles? Arms I claim 5 j 
this Fellow wou'd ingraft a Foreign Name ©" 
ypon our Stock, and the Siſphian Seed 

y Fraud, and Theft aſſerts his Father's Breed: 

Then muſt 1 loſe theſe Arms, becauſe I came 

To fight uncall'd, a voluntary Name, 

Nor chunn'd the Cauſe, but offer'd you my Aid, 

While he long lurking was to War betray'd : 

forc'd to the Field he came, but in the Reer; 

And feign'd Diſtraction to conceal his Fear: 

Till one more cunning caught him in the Snare; 

(ul for kimſelf) and dragg'd him into War. 

Now let a Hero's Arms a Cowatd veſt, 

And he who ſhunn'd all Honours, gain the beſt : 

And let me ſtand excluded from my Right, | 
Kobb'd of my Kinſman's Arms, who firſt appeear'd in 

letter for us, at home had he remain d, {Fight. 

Had it been true the Madneſs which. he feign'd, 

or ſo believ'd 3 the leſs had been our Shame, 

Theleſs his counſel d Crime, which brands the Grecian 

Nor Philoctetos had been left inelosd Name; 
1n a bare Iſle, to Wants and Pains expos'd, 
Where to the Rocks, with ſolitary Groans, 

lis zuf rings, and our Baſeneſs he bemoans : 
And wiſhes (ſo may Heav'n his With fulfill) 

The due Reward to him who caus' d his III. 
Now he, with us to Trey's Deſtruction ſworn, 
Our Brother of the War, by whom are bora 


d 


P 
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Alcides Arrows, pent in narrow Bounds, [Wounds 
_ With Cold and Hunger pinch'd, and pain'd with 
To find him Food and Cloathing, muſt employ 
Againſt the Birds the Shafts due to the Fate of Troy, 
Yet till he lives, and lives from Treaſon free, 
Becauſe he left UViyſes* Company: 


le 

Poor Palamede might wiſh, ſo void of Aid, Wat 
Rather to have been left, than ſo to Death betray'4,M Tou 
The Coward bore the Man immortal Spight, vo 
Who ſham'd him out of Madneſs into Fight: Wii 
Nor daring otherwiſe to vent his Hate,  Wihe 
Accus'd him firſt of Treaſon to the State: Ll, 
And then for proof produc'd the golden Store, Thc 
Himſelf had hidden in his Tent before : An 
Thus of two Champions he depriv'd our Hoſt, Wi 
By Exile one, and one by Treaſon loft. - E 
Thus fights Vlyſſes, thus his Fame extends, An 
A formidable Man, but to his Friends : 5 Go 
Great, for what: Greatneſs is in Words, and Sound, Ml if 
Ev'n faithful Veſtor leſs in both is found: Fir 
But that he might without a Rival reign, = 7 
He left this faithful Neſtor on the Plain; A9 
Forſook his Friend ev'n at his utmoſt Need, e 
Who tir'd, and tardy with his wounded Steed, * 
Cry'd out for Aid, and call'd him by his Name; Th 
But Cowardice has neither Ears nor Shame: At 
Thus fled the good old Man, bereft of Aid, At 
And, for as much as lay in him, betray'd: M 
That this is not à Fable forg'd by me, G 


Like one of his, an YH tan Lie. Hi 
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, woch ev n Diemede, who tho his Friend, | | 
u Cannot chat & excuſe, much leſs defend: 

fe call'd him back aloud, and tax'd his Fear; 
„ha ſure enough he heard, but durſt not hear. 

MW The Gods with equal Eyes on Mortals look, 

xe juſtly was forſaken, who forſook: 

Wanted that Succour, he refus'd to lend, 
round ev 'y Fellow ſuch another Friend:: 
No wonder, if he roar'd that all might hear; 
lis Elocution was increas'd by Fear: 
(heard, 1 ran, I found him out of Breath, ; 
ple, trembling, and half dead with fear of Death. 
Though he had judg'd himſelf by his own Laws, 
And ſtood condemn'd I help'd the common Cauſe e | 
with my broad Buckler hid him from the Foe; 
en the Shield trembled as he lay below ;) 
And from impending Fate the Coward freed s 
Good Heav'n forgive me for ſo bad a Deed! 
If dill he will perſiſt, and urge the Strife, 
Fiſt let him give me back his forfeit Life: 
Let him return to that opptobrious Field; 
Again creep under my protecting Shield: 
Let him lie wounded, let the Foe be near, 
And let his quiv'ring Heart confeſs his Fear; 
There put him in the very Jaws of Fate; 
And let hina plead his Cauſe in that Eftate: 
And yet when ſaatch'd from Death, when from below . 
My lifted Suiel l 1 loog'd, and let him go; | 
Good Heay'ns, how light he roſe, with what a bound 
He ſprung. from Earth, forgerful of his Wound; ; 

M 
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How freſh, how eager then his Feet to ply; 5 

Who had not Strength to ſtand, had Speed to fly! 
Hector came on, and brought the Gods along; 

Fear ſeiz d alike the Feeble, and the Strong: 

Each Greek was an Ulyſſes; ſuch a Dread 

Th'Approach, and ev'n the Sound of Hector bred: 

Him, fleſ'd with Slaughter, and with Conqueſt crown'd 

I met, and oyer-turn*d him to the Ground; 

When after, matchleſs as he deem'd in Might, 

He challeng'd all our Hoſt to ſingle Fight; 

All Eyes were fix d on me: The Lots were thrown; 

But for your Champion I was wilh'd alone: 

Your Vows were heard; wefought, and neither yield; 

Yet I returi'd unvanquiſh'd from the Field. 

With Fove to friend th'inſulting Trojan came, 

And menac'd us with Force, our Fleet with Flame. 

Was it the Strength of this . ongue-valiant Lord, 


In that black jiovr, that ſay'd you from the Sword? 


Or was my Breaſt expos'd alone, to brave 

A thouſand Swords, a thouſand Ships to ſave? 
The hopes of your return! And can you yield, 
For a ſav'd Fleet, leſs than a ſingle Shield? 
Think it no Boaſt, O Grecians, if I deem 

Theſe Arms want Ajax, more than .4jax them: 

Or, I with them an equal t:onour ſhare ; 

They honour'd to be worn, and Ito wear. 

Will he compare my Courage with his Sleight'? 

As well he may compare the Day with Night. 
Night is indeed the Province of his Reign: 7 
ret all his dark Exploits no moxe contain 8 
Than a Spy taken, and a Sleeper ſlain; 
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4 Prieſt made pris ner, Pallas made a Prey: 

zut none of all theſe Actions done by Day: 

' Nor ought af theſe was done, and Diomede away. 3 

on ſuch petty Merits you confer: | 

$0 vaſt a Prize, let each his Bortion ſhare:; 

Make a juſt Dividend; and if not all, 

The greater part to Diomede will fall. 

tut why. for Ithacus ſuch Axms as thoſe, 

Who naked, and by Night invades his Foes 3 

The glitt*ring Helm by Moonlight will proclaim 

The latent Robber, and prevent. his Games 

Nor cou'd he hold his tott'ring Head upright 

Feneath that Morion, or ſuſtain the Weight; 

Nor that right Arm cou'd tois the beamy Lance; 

Much leſs the left that ampler Shield advance x 

Pond'rous. with precious Weight, and rough with Coſt 

of the round World in riſing Gold emboſs' d. 

That Orb would ill become his Hand to wield, 

And look as for the Gold he ſtole the Shield; 

which, hou'd. your Error on the Wretch beſtow, 

| would not frighten, but allure the Foe: 

Why asks he, what avails him not in Fight, 

And wou'd but cumber, and retard his Flight, 

In which his only Excellence is plac'd? "+ 

lou give hina Death, that intercept his Haſte, 

Add, that his own is yet a Maiden-Snield, 

Nor the leaſt Dint has ſuffer din the Field, 

Cuiltleſs of Fight: Mine batter'd, hew'd, and.bor'd, 

Vorn out of Service, muſt forſake his Lord. | 

What farther need of Words our Right to ſcan ? 

My Arguments ate Deeds, let Action ſpeak the Man. 
M 2 5 
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Since from a Champion's Arms the Strife aroſe, 
So caſt the glorious Prize amid the Foes; 
Then {end us to redeem both Arms, and Shield, 
And let him wear, who wins 'em in the Field. 
He ſaid: A Murmur from a Multitude, 
Or ſomewhat. like a ſtifled Shout enſu'd: 
Till from his Seat aroſe Laertes* Son, 
Look'd down-a while, and paus'd, e'er he begun; 
Then, to th' expecting Audience, rais'd his Look, 
And not without prepar'd Attention ſpoke: 
Soft was his Tore, and ſober was his Face; 
Action his Words, and Words his Action grace. 
If Heav'n, my Lords, had heard our common Pray'r, 
Theſe Arms had caus'd no Quarrel for an Heir; 
Still great Achilles had his own poſſeſs d, 
And we with great Achilles had been bleſs'd; 
But ſince hard Fate, and Heav'n's ſevere Decree, 
Have saviſh'd him away from you, and me, 
(At this he ſigh'd, and wip'd his Eyes, and drew, 
Or ſeem'd to draw, ſome Drops of kindly Dew) 
Who better can ſucceed Achilles loſt, 
Than He, who gave Achilles to your Hoaſt? j 
This only I.requeſt, that neither He 
May gain, by being what he ſeems to be, 
A ſtupid Thing; ner I may loſe the Prize, 
By having Senſe, which Heav'n to him denies : 
Since, great or ſmall, the Talent I enjoy'd 
Was ever in the common Cauſe employ d: 
Nor let my Wit, and wonted Eloquence, 
Which often has been us'd in your Defence, 


% . vv. 7 
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And in my own, this only time be brought _ 
To bear againſt my ſelf, and deem'd a Fault. 
Make not a Crime, where Nature made it none; 
For ev'ry Man may freely uſe his own, - 
The Deeds of long deſcended Anceſtors 
Are but by grace of Imputation ours, 
Theirs in Effect; but fince he draws his Line 
From Fove, and ſeems to plead a Right Divine; 
| From Fove, like him, 1 claim my Pedigree, 
And am deſcended in the ſame Degree; 
My Sire Laertes was Arceſius* Heir, 
Arceſius was the Son of Jupiter: 
No Parricide, no baniſh d Man, is known 
In all my Line: Let him excuſe his own, 
Hermes ennobles too my Mother's Side, 
By both my Parents to the Gods ally'd; 
But not becauſe that on the Female Part 
My Blood is better, dare E claim Deſert, 
Or that my Sire from Parricide is free; 
But judge by Merit betwixt Him, and Me: 
The Prize be to the beſt; provided yet 
That Ajax for a while his Kin forget; 
And his great Sire, and greater Uncle's Name, 
To fortifie by them his feeble Claim : | 
Be Kindred; and Relation laid aſide, 
And Honour's Cauſe by Laws of Honour try d: ; 
For if he plead Proximity of Blood 
That empty Title is with Eaſe withſtood. 
Peleus, the Hero's Sire, more nigh than he, 
And Pyrrhus, his andoubted irogeny, 

M 3. 
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Inherit firſt theſe Trophies of the Field; 500 
To Scyres, or to Pthia, ſend the Shield: And 
And Teucer has an Uncle's Right; yet he 701 
Waves his Pretenſions, nor contends with me. ha 

Then fince the Cauſe on pure Deſert is plac'd, * 


Whence ſhall 1 take my riſe, what reckon laſt? 
I not preſume on ev'ry Act to dwell, 

But take theſe few, in order as they fell. 

Thesis, who knew the Fates, apply'd her Cars 

To keep .Achilles in Diſguiſe from War; 

And till the threatning influence was paſt, 

A Woman's Habit on the Hero caſt: 

All Eyes were cozen'd by the borrow'd Veſt, 

And Ajax (ever wiſer than the reſt) 

Found no Pelides there: At length I came 

With proffer'd Wares to this pretended Dame; 

She, not diſcover'd by her Mien, or Voice, 

Betray'd her Manhood by her manly Choice; 

And while on Female Toys her Fellows look, 8 


Graſp'd in her Warlike Hand, a Javelin ſhook 
Whom, by this Act reveal'd, I thus beſpoke: 
O Guddeſs-born! 1efift not Heav*n's Decree, 
The Fall of! 1/ium is reſerv'd for Thee; 

Then ſeiz' d him, and produc'd in open Light, 
Sent bluſhing to the Field the fatal Knight. 
Mine then are all his Actions of the War; 
Great Telephus was conquer'd by my Spear, 
And after cur'd: To me the Thebans owe, 
Lesbos, and Tenedos, their oveithrow 3 1 

Syros and lla: Not on all to dwell, 

By me e Lyrneſus, and ſtrong Chryſa fell : 


L cixcumvented whom I could not Bain: ; 


— 
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4nd ſince I ſent the Man who Hector ſlew, 
To me the noble Heckor's Death is due: 
Thoſe Arms 1 put into his living Hand, 
rhoſe Arms, Pelides dead, I now demand. 
When Greece was injur'd in the Spartan Prince, 
And met at Aulis to avenge th' Offence, 

'Twas a dead Calm, or adverſe Blaſts, that reign'd, 

And in the Port the Wind-bound Fleet detain'd: 
Bad Signs were ſeen, and Oracles ſevere, 

Were daily thunder'd in our Geu'ral's Ear; 

That by his Daughter's Blood we muſt appeaſe 

Diana's kindled Wrath, and free the Seas. 

Affection, Int'reſt, Fame, his Heart aſſail'd; 

Bit ſoon the Father o'er the King prevail'd: 

Bold, on himſelf he took the pious Crime, 

As angry with the Gods, as they with him, 

No Subje& cou'd ſuftain their Sov*reign's Look, 

Till this hard Enterprize I undettook : 

I only durft th' Imperial Pow'r eontroul, 

And undermin'd the Parent in his Soul; 

Forc'd him t' exert the King for common Good, 

And pay our Ranſom with his Daughter's Blood. 

Never was Cauſe mote difficult to plead, 

Than where the Judge againſt himſelf decreed : 

Yet this I won by dint of Argument; 


% 


The Wrong his injur'd Brother underwent, 
And his 'own Office, mam d him to conſent. 


'Twas harder yet to move the Mother's Mind, 
And to this heavy Task was 1 deſign'd: 
Reaſons againſt her Lovell knew were vain 5 


M 4 
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Had Ajax been. employ' d, our flacken'd Sails The 
Had ſtill at Aulis waited happy Gales. peſpa 

Arriv'd at Troy, your Choice was fix'd on me, What 
A fearleſs Envoy, fit for a bold Embaſſy : Produ 
Secure, I enter'd through the hoſtile Court, Ajax 
Glitt*ring with Steel, and crowded with Reſort : From 


There, in. the midſt of Arms, I plead our Cauſe, 
Urge the foul Rape, and violated Laws ; 
Accuſe the Foes, as Authors of the Strife, 
Reproach the Raviſher, demand the Wife, 
Priam, Antenor, and the wiſer few, 

I moy'd'; but Paris, and his lawleſs Crew 
Scarce held their Hands, and lifted Swords; but ſtood 
In Act to quench their impious Thirſt of Blood: 
This Menelaus knows; expos'd to ſhare 
With me the rough Preludium of the War. 


Endleſs it were to tell, what I have done, 1 
In rms, or Council, ſince the Siege begun: 4 


The firſt Encounter's paſt, the Foe repell d, k 
They skulk'd within the Town, we kept the Field, (F 
War ſeem'd alleep for nine long Years; at length 


Both Sides reſolv d to puſh, we try d our Strength, 
Now what did Ajax, while our Arms took Breath, x 
Vers'd only in the groſs mechanigk Trade of Death? 4 

| 


If you require my Deeds, wich .ambuſh'd Arms 

1 trapp'd the Foe, or tir'd wich falſe Alarms j 

Secur'd the Ships, drew Lines along the Plain, 

The Fainting chear'd, chaſtis'd the Rebel-train, 

Provided Forage, our ſpent Arms renew'd ; 

Employ'd at home, or ſent abroad, the commen 
Cauſe purſicd . 
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The King, deluded in a Dream by Fove, 

Deſpair'd to take. the Town, and order'd to removei 

What Subject durſt arraign the Pow'r nn 

Producing Fove to juſtifie his Dream? 

Ajax might wiſh the Soldiers to retain 

from ſhameful Flight, but Wiſhes were in vain : 

4s wanting of Effect had been his Words, 

auch as of Courſe his thundring Tongue affords. 

jut did this Boaſter threaten, did he pray, 7 

or by his own Example urge their Stay ? 5 

None, none of theſe, but ran himſelf away. 

| ſaw him run, and was aſham'd to ſee; 

Who ply'd his Feet ſo faſt to get aboard, as He? 

Then ſpeeding: through the Place, I made a Rand, 

' 


And loudly cry'd, O baſe degenerate. Band,. 
To leave a Town already in your Hand! 


After ſo long Expence of Blood, for Fame, | 
To bring home nothing, but perpetual Shame ! . 
Theſe Words, or what I have forgotten ſince, 
(For Grief inſpir'd me then with Eloquence) 
keduc'd their Minds; they leave the de Port, - 
And to their late forſaken Camp reſort :- 
Diſmay:d. the Council met: This Man was 1 RN 
But mute, and not recover'd of his Fear: 
Melſtes tax d the King, and loudly. rail'd,... 
But Its wide opening Mouth with Blows I ſeal d. 
Then, riſing, I excite their .Souls-to Fame, 
And kindle ſleeping Virtue into. Flame. 
From thence, whatever. he :perform'd. in Fight. 
u 1 mine, wha drew him back from — 

f M5. 


Which of the Grecian Chiefs conſorts with Thee) 
But Driomede defires my Company, 


| Not 
And ſtill communicates his Praiſe with me. all 
As guided by a God, ſecure he goes, Wot 
Arm'd with my Fellowſhip, amid the Foes ; A 
And fure no little Merit I'may boaſt, As 
Whom ſuch a Man fecle&s from ſuch an Hoaſt ; No1 
Unforc'd by Lots I went without affcighr, Th: 
To dare with him the Dangers of the Night: Saf 
On the ſame Errand ſent, we met the Spy An 
of Hedor, double-tongu'd, and us' d to lie; Jut 
Him 1 diſpatch'd, but not till undermin'd, No 
Idrew him firſt to tell, what treach' rous Trey deſign'd: {Ml To 
My Task perform'd, with Praiſe 1 had retir'd, (X 
But not content with this, to greater Ptaiſe aſpir'4>}W Bu 
Invaded Rheſus, and his Thracian Crew, | $01 
And him, and his, in their own Strength 1 fley : He 
Return'd a Victor, all my Vows compleat, . 
With the King's Chariot, in his Royal Seat: 1. 
| Refuſe me now his Arms, whoſe fiery Steeds Pr 


Wete promis'd to the Spy for his Nocturnal Deeds: 4 
Yet let dull Ajax bear away my Right, 
When all his Days our-balance this one Night. h 
Nor fought 1 Darkling ſtill: The sun beheld $ 
With flaughter'd Lycians when 1 ſtrew'd the Field: h 
You ſaw, and counted as. I paſs'd along, | þ 
Alaſtor, chromius, Ceranbs the Strong, | ( 
Alcander, Prytanis, and Halius, 5 1 
Noemon, Charopes, and Ennomus; 
Coon, Cherſidamas ; und five beſide, 8 
Men of obſcure Deſcent; but Courage try'ds 
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Al theſe this Band laid breathleſs on the Ground 3 
Nor want I Proofs of many a manly Wound : : 
All honeſt, all before: Believe not me; 
words may deceive, but eredit what you ſee. 
At this he bar'd his Breaſt, and ſhow'd his Scars, 
ks of a furrow'd Field, well plow'd with Wars ; 
Vor is this Part unexercis d, ſaid he; 
That Gyant- bull of his from Wounds is free: 
safe in his Shield he fears no Foe to try, 
And better manages his Blood, than I ; 
But this avails me not; our Boaſter ſtrove 
Not with our Foes alone, but partial Fove, 
To ſave the Fleet : This 1 confeſs is true, | 
(Nor will I take from any Man his due:) 1 
But thus aſſumiug all, he robs from you. 5 
Some part of Honour to your ſhare will fall, | 
He did the beſt indeed, but did not all. 
Patroclus in Achilles Arms, and thought | 
The Chief he ſcem'd, with equal Ardour fought; . 
hieſery'd the Fleet, repell'd the-ragirg Fire, 
s: WH And forc'd the fearful Trojans to retire. 
But Ajax boaſts, that he was only thought 
A Match for Hector, who the Combat ſought: 
Sure he forgets the King, the Chiefs, and Me: - 
All were as.cager for the Fight, as He: | 
Ke but the ninth, and not by publick voice, 
Or ours preferr'd, was only Fortune's Choice: 
They fought 3, nor can our Hero boaſt th' Event,, 
For Hechr from the Field .unwounded went. | 
Why am 1 forc'd to. name that fatal Day, l 
That ſuatch d the Trop. - em of Greece aa * 
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I ſaw Pelides ſink, with pious Giief? 
And ran in vain, alas ! to his Relief ; 
For the brave Soul was fled : Full of my Friend 
I ruſh'd amid the War, his Relicks to defend: 
Nor ceas'd my Toil, till 1 redeem'd the- Prey, 
And, loaded with Achilles, march'd away: | 
Thoſe Arms, which on theſe Shoulders then I bore, 
_ *Tis juſt you to theſe Shoulders ſhould' reſtore. 
You ſee 1 want not Nerves, who cou'd ſuſtain 
The pond'rous Ruins of fo great a Man: 
Or if in others equal Force you find, 
None is endu'd with a more grateful Mind. 
Did Thetis then, ambitiovs in her Care, 
Theſe Arms thus labobf' d for her Son prepare; 
That Ajax after him the heav'nly Gift ſhou'd wear? 
For that dull Soul to ſtare with ſtupid Eyes, 
On the learn'd infrtelipible prize! 
What are to him the Sculptures of the Shield; 
Heav n's Planets, Earth, and Ocean's watry Field? 
The Pleiads, Hyads; M leſs, and greater Bear, 
Undipp'd iti Sess 3 Orion's angry Stat; 
Two diff* ring Eities, grav'd on either Hand; 
Would he wear Arms he cannot underftand > 
_ Beſide; what wife Objections he prepares 
Againſt my late Acceſſion to the Wars? 
Does not the Fool perceive his Argument 
Is. with more Force againſt Achilles bent? 
For if Diſſembling be ſo great a Crime, 
The Fault is common, and the fame in him: 
And if he taxes both of long delay, 
My Guilt is leſs, who ſooner came away. 
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is pious Mother, anxious for his Life, 
petain' d her Son; and me, my pious Wife: 
To them the Bloſſoms of our Youth were due, 
Our riper Manhood we reſerv'd for you. 
But grant me goilty, tis not much my Care, 
When with ſo great a Man my Guilt I ſhare :: 
My Wit to War the matchleſs Hero brought, | 
But by this Fool I never had'been caught, 
Nor need 1 wonder, that on me he threw 
zuch foul Aſperſions, when be fpares not Jon :: 
f Palamede unjuſtly fell by me,. 
Your Honour ſuffer'd in th' unjuſt Decree : 
I but accus d, you doom'd : And yet be dy'd, 
Convinc'd of Treaſon, and was fairly try'd : 
You heard not he was falſe ; your Eyes beheld 
The rraytor manifeſt”; the Bribe reveaP'd. | 
That Philofetes is on Lemnos left, 
Wounded, forlorn, of human Aid bereft, 
ts not my Crime; or not my Crime alone; 
Defend your Juſtice, for the Fact's your o-] n: 
'Tis true th Advice was mine; that ſtaying there 8 


Be might his weary Limbs with Reſt repair, 

From a long Voyage free, and from a longet War. I 
He took the Counfel, and he lives at leaſt; 

Th' Event declares 1 counfell'd for the beſt: 
Though Faith is all in Miniſters of State 3 

For who can promiſe to be fortunate ? 

Now ſince his Arrows are the Fate of Troy, 

Do not my Wit, or weak Addreſs, employ 3 

fend Ajax there, with his perſuaſive Senſe; 

To moltific the Man, and draw him thence : 
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But Xanthus tall run backward ; Ida ſtand 

A leafleſs Mountain; and the Grecian Band 

Shall fight for Troy; if, when my Councils fail, 
The Wit of heavy Aiax can prevail. 

Hard Philoctetes, exerciſe thy Spleen | 
Againſt thy Fellows, and the King of Men; 
Curſe my devoted Head, above the reſt, 

And wiſh in Arms to meet me Breaſt to Breaſt: 

Let I the dang'rous Task will undertake, 

And either die my ſelf, or bring thee back. 

Nor doubt the ſame Succeſs, as when before 

The Phrygian Prophet to theſe Tents I bore, 

Surpriz'd by Night, and forc'd him to declare 

In what was plac'd the Fortune of the War, 

Heav'n's dark Decrees, and Anſwers to diſplay, 

And howto take the Town, and where the Secret lay: 
Tet this I compaſs' d, and from Trey convey'd 

The fatal Image of their Guardian - Maid; 

That Work was mine; for Pallas, though our Friend, 
' Yet while ſhe was in Troy, did Trey defend. 

Now what has Ajax done, or what deſign'd? 

A noifie Nothing, and an empty Wind. 

If he de what he promiſes in Show, 

Why was 1 ſent, and why fear'd he to go? 

Our boaſting Cham ion thought the Task not light 
To paſs the Guards, commit himſelf to Night; 
Not only through a hoſtile Town to paſs, 

But ſcale, with ſteep Aſcent, the ſacred Place; 
With wand' ring Steps to ſearch the Citadel, 

And from the Frieſts their Patroneſs to fteal ; 
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Then tirrough furrounding Foes to force my way, 
And bear in Triumph home the heaw'nly Prey 3 
Which had I not, Ajar in vain had held, 
Before that monſt tous Bulk, his ſev*nfoll Shield. 
That Night to conquer Troy 1 might be ſaid, 
When Troy was liable to Conqueſt mate. 

why point ſt thou to my Partner of the War? 
Tydides had indeed a worthy share 
In all my Toil, and Praiſe; but when thy Might 
Our Ships protected, did'ſt thou ſingly fight? 
All join'd, and thou of many wert but one; 
Lask d no Friend, nor had, but him alone: 
Who, had he not been well aſſur d, that Art, 
And Conduct were of Wat the better part, 
And mote avail'd, than strength, my valiant Friend: 
Had urg'd a better Right, than Ajax can pretend 
As.good at leaſt Euripylus may claim, 
And the more mod' rate Ajax of the Name: 
| The Cretan King, and his brave Charioteer, 
And Menelaus bold with Sword, and Spear: 
All theſe had been my Rivals in the Shield, 
And yet all theſe to my Pretenſions yield. 
Thy boiſt rous Hands are then of uſe, when 1 
With this direkting Head thoſe Hands apply. 
Brawn without Brain is thine : My prudent Care P 
Foreſees, provides, adminiſters the War: 
Thy Erovinte is to Fight; but when mall be 
The time to Fight, the King conſults with me: 
No Dram of Judgment With thy Forte is join d; 
Thy Dody is of Profit, aud my Mind. 
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By. how. much more the Ship her Safety owes- 
To him who ſteers, than him that only rows, 
By how much more the Captain merits Praiſe, 
Than he who fights, and fighting bur obeys ; 
By ſo much greater is my Worth than thine, . 
Who canſt but execute, what I deſign. 
What gain'ſt thou, brutal. Man, if I. confeſs 
Thy Strength ſuperior, when thy Wit is leſs ? 
Mind is the Man: 1 claim my whole Deſert, 
From the Mind's Vigour, and th' immortal Part. 
But you, O Grecian Chiefs, reward my Care, 
Be grateful to your Watchman of the War: 
For all my Labours in ſo long a ſpace, 
Sure I may plead a Title to.,your Grace : 
Enter the Town; I then unbarr'd the Gates, 
When 1 remov'd their tutelary Fates, 
By all our common Hopes, if Hopes they be. 
Which 1 have now reduc'd to Certainty ;_ 
Zy falling Troy, by yonder tott'ring Tow'rs, 
And by their taken Gods, which now are ours; It 


Or if there yet a farther Task remains, 


If yet ſome deſp' rate Action reſts behind, 
That asks high Conduct, and a dauntleſs Mind; 5 
If ought be want ing to the Trej an Doom, 
Which none but 1 can manage, and o'ercome, 
Award, thoſe Arms I ask, by your Decree : 
Or give to this, what you refuſe ta m. 
He ceas d: And ceaſing with Reſpe& he boy'd, 
And with his Hand at once the. fatal Statue how's. 


Vv 
To be perform'd by Prudence, or by Pains 3 N 
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Heav'n, Air and Ocean rung, with loud Applauſe, 
And by the gen' ral Vote he gain'd his Cauſe. 
Thus Conduct won the Prize, when Courage fail'd, 
And Eloquence o'er brutal Force prevail d. 


The Death of AJAX. 


He who cou'd often, and alone, withſtand 
The Foe, the Fire, and Fove's own partial Hand, 
Now cannot his unmaſter'd Grief ſuſtain, | 
But yields to Rage, to Madneſs, and Diſdain ; 
Then ſnatching out his Fauchion, T hou, ſaid He, 
Art mine; Ulyſſes lays no Claim to Thee, 
0 often try'd, and ever truſty Sword, . 
Now do thy laſt kind Office to thy Lord : 
Tis Ajax who requeſts thy Aid, to ſhow 
None but himſelf, himſelf cou'd overthrow : 
He ſaid, and with ſo good a Will to die, 
Did ro his Breaſt the fatal Point apply, 
It found his Heart, a way till then unknown, 
Where never Weapon enter d, but his own, | 
No Hands cou'd force'it thence, ſo fix*d it ſtood, 
Till out it ruſh'd, expell'd by Streams of t 

Blood. 5 

The fruitful Blood produc'd a Flow r, which grew | 
On a green Stem; and of a Purple Hue: 
Like his, whom unaware Apollo flew : 
lnſcrib'd in both, the Letters are the ſame, 
but thoſe expreſs the Grief, and theſe the Name, 
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The Story ef POL XENA and HE CUBA 


By Mr. TEMPLE STAN TAN. 


The victor with full Sails for Lemnos ſtood, 
(once ſtain'd by Matrons with their Husbands Blood) 

Thence Great Alcides fatal Shafts to bear, 
Aſſign'd to Philoctetes ſecret Care. 1 


Theſe with their Guardian to the Grezks convey'd, * 
Theit ten Years Toil with wiſh'd Succeſs repaid, 7 
With Troy old Priam falls; his Queen ſurvives; . 
Till all her Woes compleat, transform'd ſhe grieves 4 | 
In borrow'd Sounds, nor with an human Fare, - 
Barking tremendous o'er the Plains of Thrace, _ 
Still Ilium's Flames their pointed Columns raiſe, 11 
And the red Helleſpont reflects the Blaze. Yo! 
Shed on Fove's Altar are the poor Remains ky 
Of Blood, which trickl'd from old Priam's Veins, 70 
Caſſandra lifts her Hands to Heav'n in vain, Wi 
Drag'd by her ſacred Hair; the trembling Train Wi 
Of Matrons to their burning Temples fly; Th 
There to their Gods for kind protection cry; 1 
And to their Statues eling, till forc'd away, | 
The Victor Greeks bear off th* invidious Prey. Ti 
From thoſe high Tow'rs Aſtyanax is thrown, He 
Whence he was wont with pleaſure to look down- Di 


Pointed to view his Father's Rage in fight, 


When oft his Mother with a fond Delight TI 
To win Renown, and guard his Country's Right. 
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The Winds now call to Sea; brick Northern Gales 
ing in the Shrowds, and court the ſpreading Sails. 
Facewel, dear Troy, the captive Matrons cry; 
les, We muſt leave Our long-lov'd native Sky. 
Then proſtrate on the Shore they kiſs the uy 
And quit the ſmoking Ruines of the Land. ' 
laſt Hecuba on board, ſad Sight! appears; L 
Found weeping o'er her Childrens Sepulchres - 
Drag'd by Viyſſes from her flaughter'd Sons, 
Whilſt yet ſhe graſpt their Tombs, andkiſttheir monl- 
let Heffor's A nes from his Urn the bore, Ldring Bones, 
And in her Boſom the ſad Kelique wore : 
Then ſcatter'd on his Tomb her hoary Haits, 
A poor Oblation mingled with her Tears, 
Oppos'd to Ilium lye the Thracian Plains, 
Where Polymeſtor ſafe in Plenty reigns. 
King Priam to his Care commits his Son 
Young Polydere, the chance of War to ſhun, 
Awiſe Precaution! had not Gold, confign'd 
For the Child's Uſe, debauch'd the Tyrant's Mind. 
When ſinking Troy to its laſt Period drew, 
With impious Hands his Royal Charge he flews 
Then in the Sea the lifeieſs Coarfe is thrown ; 
As with the Body he the Guilt could drown. 
The Greeks now riding on the Thracian Shote, 
Till kinder Gales invite, their Veſſels moor. 
Here the wide-op*ning Earth to ſudden View 
Diſclos'd Achilles, Great as when he drew 
The vital Air, but fierce with proud Diſdain, 
As when he fought 8r:ifeis to regain 5 
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When ſtern Debate, and raſh injurious Strife 

Unlſheath'd his Sword, to reach Arrides? Life. 

And will ye go? He ſaid. Is then the Name 

Of the once Great Achilles loſt ro Fame? 

Yet ſtay, ungrateful Greeks 3 nor let me ſue 

In vain for Honours to my Manes due. 

For this juſt End, Polyxena I doom 

With Vigim-Kites to grace my lighted Tomb. | 
The Phantom ſpoke ; the ready Greeks obey'd, 

And to the Tomb led the devored Maid, 

. Snatch'd from her Mother, who with pious Care 

Cheriſh'd this laſt Relief of her Deſpair. 

Superior to her Sex, the fearleſs Maid' 

Ap; roach d the Altar, and around ſurvey'd 

The cruel Kites, and conſecrated Knife, 

Which Pyrrbus pointed at her guiltleſs Life, 

Then as with ſtern Amaze intent he ſtood; 

« Now ſtrike, ſhe ſaid; now ſpill my Gen'rous Blood; To 

« Peet in my Bre aſt, or Throat, your Dagger ſheath, The 

« Whilſt thus 1 ſtand prepax d to meet my Death. And 


« For Life on terms of lav ry 1 deſpiſe: (ad 
«© Yet ſure no God approves this Sacrifice. ue 
« O! cou'd I but conceal this dire Event Thy 
« From my ſad Mother, 1 ſhould dye content. The 


© Yet ſhould the not with Tears my Death deplore, A ( 
« Since her own wretched Life demands them more. Wh 


„ Bur let not the rude Touch of Man pollute Ve 
« A Virgin- Victim; *tis a modeſt Suit, | A 
© It beſt will pleaſe, whoe*'er demands my Blood, Vi 
4 That I untainted reach the Stygian Flood. = 

| i 
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ſet let one hort, laſt, dying Prayer be heard ; * 
o Priam's Daughter pay this laſt Regard ; 
\Tis Priam's Daughter, not a Captive, ſues; 
«Do not the Rites of Sepulture refuſe. 
To my affflcted Mother, 1 implore, : 
; Free without Ranſom my dead Coryſe reſtore : 
Nor barter me for Gain, when I am cold; - 
« Zut be her Tears the Price, if 1 am ſold? 8 
« Time was ſhe could have ranſom'd me with Gold. 
Thus as ſhe pray'd, one common Shower of Tears 
just forth, and ſtream'd from ev'ry Eye but hers. 
irn the Prieſt wept, and with a rude Remorſe 
lung d in her Heart the Steel's reſiſtleſs Force. 
lerſlackenꝰd Limbs ſunk gently to the Ground, 
Duntleſs her Looks, unalter'd by the Wound. 
Ind as ſhe fell, the ſtrove with decent Pride 
odo hide, what ſuits a Virgin's Care to hide. 
ah rte Trojan Matrons the pale Corpſe receive, 
. Wind:the whole ſlaughter'd Race of Priam grieve. 
ad they recount the long diſaſtrous Tale; 
Then with freſh Tears, Thee, Royal Maid, bewail ; | 
Thy widow*d Mother too, who flouriſh'd late 
The Royal Pride of Afia's happier State: 
re, I Captive Lot now to Vlyſſes born; 
re. hom yet the Vitor would reje& with Scorn, 
Were ſhe not Hector's Mother: Hefor's Fame 
Karce can a Maſter for his Mother claim! 
„ Vim ſtrict Embrace the lifeleſs Coarſe the view'd; 
and her freſh Grief that flood of Tears renew d, 
With which the lately mourn'd ſo many dead; 
Tears for her Country, * and Huzband med. 
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With the thick guck ing Stream ſhe bath'd the Wound; 
Kiſs d her pale Lips; then weltting on the Ground 
With wonted Rage her frantick Boſom tore; 
sweeping her Hair amidſt the clotted Gore ; 
Whilſt her ſad Accents thus her Loſs deplore. 
<< Bekald a Mother's lat dear Pledge of Woe! 

Tes, tis the laſt I have to ſuffer now. | 
e Thou, my Polyxeng, my Ills muſt crown: 
<< Already in thy Fate, I feel my own, 
< Tig thus, leaſt haply of my num'rous Seed 
*« One ſhould unſlaughtex'd fall, even Thou muſt bh; leed 
And yet 1 bop'd thy Sex had been thy Guard; 
But neither has thy tender Sex been ſpar'd. 
The ſame, Achilles, by whoſe deadly Hate 

« Thy Brothers. fell, urg d thy untimely Fate ! 

e The ſame Achilles, whole deſtructive Rage 

ce Laid waſte my Realms, has robb'd my Childleſs Age 
„When Paris Shafts with Phæbus certain Aid 

<« At length had piexc'd this dreaded Chief, Laid, 
« Secure of future Ills, He can no. mote: 

“But ſee, he ſtill purſues me as before. 
<« With Rage rekindled his dead Aſhes burn; 
« And his yet murd ring Shoſt my wretchedHauſe muſt 
© This Tyrant's Luſt of Slaughter I haye fed CHOU. 
« With large Supplies from my. too fruitful Bed. 

e Troy's Tow'rs lye waſte 3 and the wide Ruin end; 

«© The Publick Woe; but Me freſh Wor attends. 
“Troy ſtill ſutvives to me; to none but me; 
“And from its Ils I neyer muſt be fre. 
I, who ſo late had Power, and Wealth, and Eaſe- 
*« Bleſs'd, with my Husband, and a large Encteaſe, 


/ 


: Muſt now. in Poverty an Exile moury 3 


c Giv'n to Penelope, who proud of Spoil, 
Allots me to the Loom's ungrateful Toil; 


i See Heſtor s Mother, and Great Priam s Queen ! 
« Thou now art ſlain. te ſpoth this Hoſtile Ghoſt. 


Yes, my Child falls. an Offering. to my Foe ! BY 
„ Then what am I, who, ſtill ſurvive this Woe? 


« Troy fal'n, to whom could Priam happy ſeem? 
Jet was he ſo; and happy muſt I deem 


« His Death; for O ! my Child, he ſaw not thine, g 


„When he his Life did with his Troy relign. 

et ſure due Obſequies thy Tomb might grace; 
And thou ſhalt fleep amidſt thy Kingly Race. 
* Alas! my Child, ſuch Fortune does not wait 
* Our Suffering Houſe in this, abandon'd State. 
« A foreign Grave, and thy poor, Motker's Tears 
„Ae all the Honours that attend thy Herſe. 
* All now is loſt !----Yet no; One Comfort more 
„of Life remains, my much- lov'd Polydore, _ 
4M youngeſt Hope: Here on this Coaſt he lives, 
« Nurs'd by the Guardian-King he ſtill ſurvives. 
© Then let me haſten to the cleanſing Flood, 
«And waſh away theſe Stains of guiltleſs Blood. 

Strait to the Shore her feeble Steps repair 

With limping Pace, and & toin dice vel d Hair Ig 


wel 
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Ew n from the Tombs of my dead Offspring tom: 5 
points to her Dames, and cxys with ſcorning, Mien 


And Thou, my Child, ſole Hope of all that's loſt, | 


« Say, cruel Gods! for what new Scenes of Death 
* Muſt a poor a ged Wretch prolong this hated Breath? | 


. 
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Silver d with Age. « Give me an Urn, the cry'd, 
«To bear back Water from this fretting Tide: 
When on the Banks her Son in ghaſtly Hue 
Transfix'd with Thracian Arrows ſtrikes her View. 
The Matrons ſhriek' d; her big ſwoln Grief ſurpaſt 
The Pow'r of Utterance; me ſtood aghaſt; 

She had nor Speech, nor Tears to give Relief; 
Exceſs of Woe ſuppreſs' d the riſing Grief. 
Lifeleſs as Stone, on Earth the fix'd her byes; ; 
And then look'd up to Heav'n with wild Surpriſe, 
Now ſhe contemplates ofer with ſad Delight 
Her Son's pale Viſage; then her aking Sight 
Dwells on his Wounds : She varys thus by turns, 
Till with colle&ed Rage at length ſhe burns, 
Wild as the Mother-Lion, when among 

The Haunts of Prey ſhe ſeeks her rayiſh'd Young: 
Swift flies the Raviſher ; ſhe marks his Trace, 
And by the Print directs her anxious Chaſe. 

So Hecuba with mingled Grief, and Rage 
Purſues the King, regardleſs of her Age. 

She greets the Murd'rer with diſſembled Jo 

Of ſecxet Treaſure, hoarded for her Boy. 

ide ſpecious Tale th' unwary King betray'd 


ir'd with the Hopes of Prey : © Give quick, he ſaid 


4 * ith ſoft enticing Specch, the promis'd Store: 
« Whate er you give, you give to Polydore, 
„ Your Son, by the immortal Gods I ſwear, 
<< Shall this with all your former Bounty ſhace. 
she ſtands. attentive to his ſoothing Lyes, 
And darts avenging Horrour from her Eyes. 


Then 


aid 


hen 


Book XIII. O v 10's Metamorpheſes. 289 
Then full Reſentment fires her beyling Blood; 

the ſprings upon him midſt the Captive Crowd: 
(Her thirſt of Vengeance want of Strength ſupplies 2 
faſtens her forky Fingers in his Eyes; 

Tears out the rooted Balls; her Rage purſues, 

And in the hollow Orbs her Hand imbrews. 

The Thracians fir'd at this inhuman Scene, | 
with Darts, and Stones aſſail the frantick Queen. 
She ſnarls, and growls, nor in an human Tone; 
Then bites impatient at the bounding Stone; 

Extends her Jaws, as the her Voice would raiſe 
To keen Invectives in her wonted Phraſe ; c 
But barks, and thence the yelping Brute betrays, 

Still a ſad Monument the Place remains, | 
And from this Monſtrous Change its Name obtains ; 
Where the, in long Remembrance of her Ills, 

With plaintive Howlings the wide Deſart fills, 

Greeks, Trojans, Friends, and Foes, and Gods above 
Her num*rous Wrongs to juſt Compaſſion move. 
Ey'n Juno's ſelf forgets her ancient Hate, 

And owns, the had deſery'd a milder Fate. 


| The Funeral of MEMNON, 


By Mr. CRoOXALL, 


Yet bright Aurora, partial as the was 
To Troy, and thoſe that lov'd the Trojan Caufe, 
Nor Troy, nor Hecuba can now bemoan, 
But weeps a ſad Misfortune, more her OWN, 

Vo 1. II. | N 


290 Ov 12's Metamorphoſes. Book XIII. 


Her Offspring -Memmen, by Achilles ſlain, 

She faw extended on the Phrygian Plain: 
She ſaw, and ſtrait the Purple Beams, that grace 
The roſie Morning, vaniſh'd from her Face; 
A deadly Pale her wonted Bloom invades, 


And veils:the lowring Skies with mournful Shades, 


But when his Limbs upon the Pile were laid, 
The laſt kind Duty that hy Friends is paid, 
His Mother to the Skies directs her Flight, 

Nor cou'd ſuſtain to view the doleful Sight: 
But frantick, with her looſe neglected Hair, | 
HFlaſtens to Fove, and falls a Suppliant there. 

O King of Heav'n, O Father of the Skies, 

The weeping Goddeſs paſſionately cries, 

Tho? I the meaneſt of Immortals am, 

And feweſt Temples celebrate my Fame, 

Yet ſtill a Goddeſs, I preſume to come, 

Within the Verge of your Etherial Dome: 

Yer ſtill may plead ſome Merit, if my Light 
With Purple Dawn controuls the Pow'rs of Night; 
If from a Female Hand that Virtue ſprings, 


Which to the Gods, and Men ſuch Pleaſure brings. 


| Yet I nor Honours ſeek, nor Rites Divine, 

Nor for more Altars, or more Fanes repine ; 
Oh! that ſuch Trifles were the only Cauſe, 
From whence A#ro7a's Mind its Anguiſh draus! 
For Memnon loſt, my deareſt only Child, 
With weightier Grief my heavy Heart is fill'd; 


My Warrior Son! that liv'd but half his Time, | 


Nipt in the Bud, and blaſted in his Prime; 
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Who for his Uncle early took the Field, 
aud by Achilles? fatal Spear was kill'd. 
To whom but Fove ſhou'd 1 for Succour come 
for Fove alone cou'd fix his cruel Doom. 
0 Soy'reign of the Gods, accept my Pray'r, 
Grant my Requeſt, and ſooth a Mother's Cate ; 
on the Deceas*'d-ſome ſolemn Boon beſtow, 
To expiate the Loſs, and eaſe my Woe. 
me, with a Nod, comply*d with her Deſire; 
Around the Body flam'd the Fun'ral Fire; 
The Pile decreas'd, that lately ſeem'd ſo high, 
Aud Sheets of Smoak roll'd upward to the Sky : 2 
As humid Vapours from a marſhy Bog, 
kiſe by Degrees, condenſing into Fog, 
That intercept the Sun's enliv'ning Ray, 
And with a Cloud infe@ the chearful Day. 
The ſooty Aſhes wafted by the Air, 
Whit! round, and thicken in a Body there; 
Then take a Form, which their own Heat, and Fire 
Vith active Life, and Energy inſpire. 
Is Lightneſs makes it ſeem to fly, and ſoon 
It Kims on real Wings, that are its own; 
A real Bird, it beats the breezy Wind, 
Mix d with a thouſand Sifters of the Kind, 
That, from the ſame Formation newly ſprung, 
Up-born aloft on plumy Pinions hung. 
Thrice round the Pile advanc'd the circling Throng, 
Thrice, with their Wings, a whizzing Conſort rung:? 
In the fourth Flight their Squadron they divide, 
Rank d in two diff rent Troops, on either side: : 
N 2 
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Then two, and two, inſpir'd with martial Rage, 
From either Troop in equal Pairs engage. 

Each Combatant with Beak, and Pounces preſs'd, 
In wrathful Ire, his Adverſary's Breaſt ; 

Each falls a Victim, to preſerve the Fame 

Of that great Hero, whence their being came. | 


From him their Courage, and their Name they take, 


And, as they liv'd, they dye for Memnon's ſake, 
Tunctual to Time, with each revolving Year, 
In freſh Arrzy the Champion Birds appear; 
Again, prepar'd with vengeful Minds, they come 
To bleed, in Honour of the Souldier's Tomb. 
Therefore in others it appear'd not ſtrange, 
To grieve for Hecuba's unhappy Change: 
But poor Aurora had enough todo 
With her own Loſs, to mind another's Woe ; 
Who ſtill, in Tears, her tender Nature ſhews, 
Beſprinkling all the World with pearly Dews. 


The V OYAGE of ZENEAS. 
By Mr, CATCOTT, 


_ Troy thus deſtroy d, twas ſtill deny'd by Fate, 
The Hopes of Troy ſhould periſh with the State. 
His Site, the Son of Cytherea bore, 

And Houſhold-Gods from burning Ilium's chore, 
The pious Prince (a double Duty paid) 

Each ſacred Burthen thro' the Flames convey'd. 
With young Aſtanius, and this ouly Prize, | 
Of Heaps of Wealth, he from Antandros flies; 


L 
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zut truck with Horror, left the Thracian Shore, 
gain'd with the Blood of murder'd Polydore.. 
The Delian Iſle receives the baniſh'd Train, 
Driv'n by kind Gales, and favour'd by the Main. 
Here pious Anius, Prieſt, and Monarch reign' d, 
And either Charge, with equal Care ſuſtain'd, 
His Subjects rul'd, to Phæbus Homage pay'd, 
nis God obeying, and by thoſe obey' d. 
The Prieſt diſplays his Hoſpitable Gate, 
And fiows the Riches of his Church, and State; 
The ſacred Shrubs, which eas' d Latona's Pain, 
The Palm, and Olive, and the votive Fane. 
Here grateful Flames with fuming Incenſe fed, 
And mingled Wine, ambroſial Odours ſhed ; 
of flaughter'd Steers the crackling Entrails burn'd : 
And then the Strangers to the Court return'd. 
On Beds of Tap'ſtry plac'd aloft, they dine 
With Ceres Gift, and flowing Bowls of Wine; 
When thus Anchiſes ſpoke; amidſt the Feaſt, 
Say, mitred Monarch, Phabus* choſen Prieft, 
Or (e er from Troy by cruel Fate expell'd) 
When firſt mine Eyes theſe ſacred Walls beheld, 
A Son, and twice two Daughters crown'd thy Bliſs ? 
Or exis my Mem' ry, and I judge amiſs ? 
The Royal Prophet ſhook his hoary Head, 
Wich ſnowy Fillets bound, and ſighing, ſaid; 
Thy Mem'ry errs not, Prince; Thou ſaw'ſt me then, 
The happy Father of fo, large a Train; 
Zchold me now, (ſuch Turns of Chance befall 
The Race of Man ) almoſt bereft of all. 
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For (ah!) what Comfort can my Son beſtow, 
What Help afford to mitigate my Woe ! 
While far from hence, in Andros“ Ifle he reigns, 
(From him fo nam'd) and there my Place ſuſtain, 
Him Delius Præſcience gave; the twice-born God 
A Boon more wond'rous on the Maids beſtow'd. 
WhatCe'er they touch'd, he gave them to tranſmute, 
(A Gift paſt Credit, and above their Suit,) 
To Ceres, Bacchus, and Minerva's Fruit. 
How great their Value, and how rich their Uſe, 
Whoſe only Touch ſuch Treaſures could produce! 
The dire Deſtroyer of the Trojan Reign, 
Fierce Agamemnon, ſuch a Prize to gain, 
(A Proof we alſo were deſign'd by Fate 
To feel the Tempeſt, that o'erturn'd your State) 
With Force ſuperior, and a Ruffian Crew, 
From theſe weak Arms, the helpleſs Virgins drew; 
And ſternly bad them uſe the Grant Divine, 
To keep the Fleet in Corn, and Oil, and Wine. 
Each, as they could, eſcap'd : Two ſtrove to gain 
Eubea's]Ifle, and Two their Brother's Reign. 
The Soldier follows, and demands the Dames; 
If held by Force, immediate War proclaims. 
Fear conquer d Nature in their Brother's Mind, 
And gave them up to Puniſhment aſſign c. 
Forgive the Deed; nor Hectors Arm was there, 
Nor thine, e/£neas, to maintain the War; 
Whoſe only Force upheld your Ilium's Tow'rs, 
For ten long Years, againſt the Grecian Pow! s. 
Prepar'd to bind their Captive Arms in Bands, 
To Heay'n they rear'd their yet unfetter'd Hands, 
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Help, Bacchws, Author of the Gift, they pray d; | 
The Gift's great Author gave immediate Aid; I 
if ſuch Deſtruction of their human Frame | 
By Ways ſo wond'rous, may deſerve the Namez 
Nor could 1 hear, nor can I now relate 
Exat, the manner of their alter'd State; 
But this in gen'ral of my Loſs I knew, 
Transform' d to Doves, on milky Plumes they flew, 
Such as on Ida's Mount thy Conſort's Chaziot drew: 
With ſuch Diſcourſe, they entertain'd the Feaſt; 
Then roſe from Table, and withdrew to Reſt. 
The following Morn, e'er So! was ſeen to ſhine, 
Th inquiring Trojans ſought the ſacred Shrine; 
The Myſtick Pow'r commands them to explore 
Their ancient Mother, and a Kindred Shore, 
Attending to the Sea, the gen'rous Prince 
piſmiſs d his Gueſts with rich Munificence, . 
In old Anchiſos Hand a Sceptre plac'd, 
A Veſt, and Quiver young Aſcauius grac'd, 
His Sire, a Cup; which from th* Aonian n 
Iſnenian Therſes ſent his Royal Hoſt, 
Alcon of Myld made what Therſes ſent, 
And carv'd thereon this ample Argument. 
A Town with ſewn diſtinguiſh'd Gates was ſhown, 
Which ſpoke its Name, and made the City known; 
. Before it, Piles, and Tombs, and riſing Flames, 
The Rites. of Death, andQuires of mourning Dames, 
Who bar'd their Breaſts, and gave their Hair to flows - 1 
The Signs of Grief, and Marks of publick Woe. *J ; 
Their Fountains dry'd, the weeping Naiads mourn'd- 1 
The Trees ſtood bare, with ſearing Cankers bura' d 
| . 4 
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No Herbage cloath'd rhe Ground, a ragged Flock 

Of Goats half-famiſh'd, lick'd the naked Rock, 

Of manly Courage, and with Mind ſerene, 

Orion's Daughters in the Town were ſeen; 

One heay'd her Cheſt to meet the lifted Knife, 

One plung' d the Poyniard thro? the Seat of Life, 
_ Their Country's Victims; mourns the reſcu'd State, 

The Bodies burns, and celebrates their Fate. 

To ſave the Failure of th' IIluſtrious Line, 
From the pale Aſhes roſe, of Form Divine 

Two gen'rous Youths; theſe, Fame Corona calls, 


Who join the Pomp, and mourn their Mother's Falls, a 
Theſe burniſt'd Figures form'd of antique Mold, | -n 
Shone on the Braſs, with cifing Sculpture bold; I 


A Wreath of gilt Acanthus round the Biim was 

"On 2 Wh 
roll'd. 5 | 

Nor leſs Expence the Trojan Gifts expreſs'd; 


A fuming Cenſer for the Royal Prieſt, | 
A Chalice, and a Crown of Princely Coſt, W 
With ruddy Gold, and ſparkling Gems emboſs'd, » 

Neu hoiſting Sail, to crete the Trojans ſtood, i Ge 
Themſelves remembring ſprung from Teacer's Blood; 
But Heay'n forbids, and peſtilential Fove 1 
From noxious Skies, the wand' ring Navy drove. 7 
Her hundred Cities left, from Crete they bore, k 
And ſought the deſtin'd Land, Auſonia's Shore 1 
But toſg*'d by Storms at either Strophas lay, 8 
»Till ſcar'd by Harpies from the faithleſs Bay. | 
Then paſſing onward with a proſp'rous Wind, , 


. 5 | Left fly Viyſts? ſpacious Realms behind; 
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. 
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tmbracia's State, in former Ages known 


They ſaw ; for Actian Phæbus ſince renown'd, 
who Caſar's Arms with Naval Conqueſt crown'd ; 
Next paſs d Dodona, wont of old to boaſt 
Her vocal Foreſt; and Ch4onia's Coaſt, 
where King Moloſſus? Sons on Wings aſpir'd, 
And ſaw ſecure the harmleſs Fewel fir d. 
Now to Phaacia's happy Iſle they came, 
For fertile Orchards known to early Fame; 
Hhirus paſt, they next beheld with Joy 
A ſecond 7lium, and fictitious Troy 3 
Here Trojan Helenus the Sceptre ſway d, | 
Who mow'd their Fate, and Myſtick Truths diſplay'd, 
By him confirm'd, Sicilia's Iſle they reach'd, 
Whoſe Sides to Sea three Promontories ſtretch'd ; 
Pachynos to the ſtormy South is plac'd, 
on Lilybæum blows the gentle Weſt, 
P:loro's Cliffs the Northern Bear ſurvey, 
Who rolls above, and dreads to touch the Sea. 
By this they ſteer, and favour'd by the Tide, 
Secure by Night in Zancle's Harbour ride. 
Here cruel Scylla guards the rocky Shore, 
And there the Waves of loud Charybdis roar: 
This ſucks, and vomits Ships, and Bodies drown'd 5 
And ray*nous Dogs the Womb of that ſurrougg, 
la Face a Virgin; and (if ought be true 
By Bards recorded) once a Virgin too. 
A Train Of Youths in vain deſir'd her Bed; 
By — lov'd, to Nymphs of Seas ſhe feds 
N * 


The Strife of Gods, the Judge transform'd to Stone 
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The Maid to theſe, with Female Pride, diſplay'd 
Their baffled Courtſhip, and their Love betray'd, 
When Ga/atea thus beſpoke the Fair, 
(But ficſt ſhe ſigh'd), while Scylla comb'd her Hair; 
You, lovely Maid, a gen'rous Race purſues, 
Whom ſafe you may (as now you do) refuſe ; 
To me, tho* pow'rful in a num'rous Train 
Of Siſters, ſprung from Gods, who rule the Main, 
My native Seas could ſcarce a Refuge prove, 
To ſhun the Fury of the Cyclops? Love. 
Tears choak'd her Utt'rance here; the pity'ng Maid 
With Marble Fingers wip'd them off, and ſaid; 
My deareſt Goddeſs, let thy Scylla know, 
(For 1 am faithful) whence theſe Sorrows flow, 
The Maid's Intreaties o'er the Nymph prevail, 
Who thus to Scylla tells the mournful Tale. 


The Story of Acts, P OLYPHEMUS, | 


and G ALATEA, 


By Mr. DRYDEN. 


Acts, the lovely. Youth, whoſe Loſs 1 mourn, 
From Faunus, and the Nymph. Symetbis born, 

Was both his Pareng's. Pleaſute; but, to me 

Was all that Love could; make a Lover be, 

The Gods ou Minds in mutual; Bands did join: 

I was his only, Joy, and, he was mine. 

Now ſixteen, Summets the ſweat Youth had ſeen; 

And doubtiul:Down, began to ſhade his Chin +. 
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when Polyphemus firſt diſturb'd our Joy; 
and lov'd me fiercely, as I lov'd the Boy. 
Ask not which Paſſion in my Soul was high'r, 
My laſt A verſion, or my firſt Deſite: 
Nor this the greater was, nor that the leſs; 
zoth were alike, for both were in Exceſs. 
Thee, Venus, thee, both Heav'n, and Earth obey ;. 
Immenſe thy Pow'r, and boundleſs is thy Sway. 
The Cyclops, who defy'd th' Etherial Throne, 
And thought no Thunder;louder, than his own 
The Terror of the Woods, and wilder far 
Than Wolves in Plains, or Bears in Foreſts are, 
Th' inhuman Hoſt, who made his bloody Feaſts 
on mangl'd Members of his butcher'd Gueſts, 
Tet felt the force of Love, and fierce Deſire, 
kad burnt for me, with unrelenting Fire. 
Forgot his Caverns, and his woolly Care, 5 
aſſum'd the] Softnefs of a Lover's Air; > 
Andcomb'd, with Teeth of Rakes, his rugged Hair, 
Now with a crooked Scythe his Beard he ſleeks; 
And mows- the ſtubborn Stubble of his Cheeks : 
Now in the Cryſtal Stream he looks, ta try 
His Simagres, and rowls his glazing Eye. 
His Cruelty, and Thirſt of Blood are loſt; 
And Ships ſecurely fail along the Coaſt. 

The Prophet Telemus (artiv'd by chance 
Where Atna's Summets ta the Seas advance, 
Who mark'd the TraQts of every Bird that. flew, 
And fure Preſages from their flying drew). 
Foretold the Cyclops, that Viyſſes' Hand 
la his broad Eye ſhou'd thruſt a flaming Brand. 

N 6 
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The Giant, with a ſcornful Grin reply'd, 
Vain Augur, thou haſt falſely propheſy'd ; 
Already Love his flaming Brand has toſt; 
Looking on two fair Eyes, my Sight I loſt, 
Thus, warn'd in.vain, with ſtalking Pace he ſtrode, 
And ſtamp'd the Margin of the briny Flood 
With heavy Steps; and weary, ſought agen 
The cool Retirement of his gloomy Den. 
A Promontory, ſharp'ning by degrees, 
Ends in a Wedge, and overlooks the Seas: 
On either Side, below, the Water flows; 
This airy Walk the Giant Lover choſe. 
Here, on the midſt he fate; his Flocks, unled, 
Their Shepherd follow'd, and ſecurely fed. 
A Pine ſo burly, and of Length ſo vaſt, 
That failing Ships requir'd it for a Maſt, | 
He wielded for a Staff, his Steps to guide: 
But laid it by, his Whiſtle while he try*d. 
A hundred Reeds, of a prodigious Growth, | 
Scarce made a Pipe, proportion'd to his Mouth: 
Which when he gave it Wind, the Rocks around, 
And watry Plains, the dreadful Hiſs reſound. 
1 heard the Ruffian-Shephetd rudely blow, 
Where, in a hollow Cave, I ſat below ; 
On Aci Boſom I my Head teclin'd: 
And ſtill preſerve the Poem in my Mind. 
Oh lovely Galatea, whiter far | 
Than falling Snows, and riſing Lilies are; 
More flowry than the Meads, as Cryſtal bright, 
£:e as Alders, and of e qu I height: 


lore wanton, than a Kid, more ſleek thy Skin, 
han Orient Shells, that on the Shores are ſeen. 
Than Apples fairer, when the Boughs they lade, 
leaſing, as Winter Suns, or Summer Shade: 

More grateful to the Sight, than goodly Plains; 
and ſoftex to the Touch, than Down of Swans; 
or Curds new turn'd ; and ſweeter to the Tafte 
Than ſwelling Grapes, that to the Vintage haſte : 


Yet, Galatea, harder to be broke 

Than Bullocks, unreclaim'd, to bear the Yoke, 
and far more ſtubborn, than the knotted Oak: 
Like ſliding Streams, impoſſible to hold; 


like them, fallacious, like their Fountains, cold. 


More warping, than the Willow to decline | 
My warm Embrace, more brittle, than the Vine; 
Immoyeable, and fixt in thy Diſdain ; 
Rough, as theſe Rocks, and of a harder Grain, 
More violent, than is the riſing Flood; a 
And the prais'd Peacock is not half fo proud. 
Fierce, as the Fire, and ſharp, as Thiſtles are, 
And more outragious, than a Mother-Bear: 
Deaf, as the Billows to the Vows I make; 
and more revengeful, than a trodden Snake; 
ln Swiftneſs fleeter, than the flying Hind, 
Or driven Tempeſts, or the driving Wind. 
All other Faults, with Patience I can. bear; 
But Swiftneſs is the Vice I only fear. 

Yet if you knew me well, you wou'd not ſlign 
My Love, but to my wiſh'd. Embraces run; 
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Kore clear than Ice, or running Streams, that ſtray 
Through Garden Plots, but ah! more ſwift than they 
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Proud to be gather' d by fo white a Hand. 
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Wou' d languiſt in your turn, and: court my stay; 
And much repent of your unwiſe Delay. | 

My Palace, in.the living: Rock, is made 
By Nature's Hand; a ſpacious pleaſing Shade: 
Which neither Heat can pierce, nor Cold invade, \; 
My Garden fill'd with Fruits you may behold, 
And Grapes in Cluſters, imitating Gold; 
Some bluſhing. Bunches: of a; Purple Hue: 
And. theſe, and thoſe, are all refery'd for you. 
Red Strawberries, in Shades, expecting ſtand, 


Autumnal Cornels, latter Fruit provide; 
And Plumbs, to tempt you, turn their gloſſy Side: 
Not thoſe of common kinds; but ſuch alone, 
As in Phaacian Orchards might have grown: 
Nor Cheſtnuts ſhall be wanting to your Food, 
Nor Garden-Fruits, nor. Wildings of the Wood; 
The laden Boughs for you alone- ſhall bear; 
And your's ſhall be the Product of the Year. 


The Flocks you ſee, are all my own ; beſide 1 a 
The reſt that Woods, and winding Vallies hide; 1 
And thoſe, that folded in the Caves abide. 1 
Ask not the Numbers of my growing store; N 
Who knows how many, knows he has no mote. N 
Nor will I praiſe my Cattle; truſt not me, ; 
But judge your ſelf, and paſs your own Decree: : 
Behold their ſwelling Dugs ; the ſweepy Weight 
Of Ewes, that fink. beneath the Milky Freight; 


In the warm Folds their tender Lambkins lye ; 
Apart from Kids that call with human Cry. 
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New. Milk in Nut-brown Bowls, is duely ſerv'd 

for daily Drink; the reſt for Cheeſe reſery'd. 

vot are theſe Houſhold Dainties all my Store: 
The Fields, and Boxeſts will afford us more; 8 
The Deer, the Hare, the Goat, the Savage Boar, 

All ſorts of Ven' ſon; and of Birds the beſt; 

A pair of Turtles. taken from the Neft. 

1 walk'd the Mountains, and two Cubs. I found, 
(Whoſe Dam had left 'em on the naked TROY - 
50 like, that no Diſtinction cou'd be ſeen: 

$0 pretty, they were Preſents for a Queen; 

And ſo they ſhall; I took *em both away; 

and keep, to be Companions of your Play. 

Oh raiſe, fait Nymph, your Beauteous Face above 
The Waves; nor ſcorn my Preſents, and my Love. 
Come, Galatea, come, and vie my Face; 

I late beheld it, in the watry Glaſs; 

And found it lovelier, than I fear'd it was. 

Survey my. towring Statute, and my Size: 

Not Fove, the Fove you dream, that rules the Skies, 
Bears ſuch a Bulk, or is ſo largely ſpread : | 
My Locks (che plenteous Harveſt of my Head 95 
Hang o' er my manly, Face; and; dangling down, 
4s with a ſhady, Grove, my Shoulders crown. 

Nor think, becauſe my Limbs, and Body bear. 

A thick-ſet Underwood of briſtling Hair, 

My Shape deform'd.;. what fouler Sight can be, 
Than the bald Branches of a leafleſ Tree ? 

Foul is the Steed without a flowing Mane: 

And Birds, without theiz Eeathers, and their Train. 
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Wool decks the Sheep; and Man receives a Grace 
From buſty Limbs, and from a bearded Face, 
My Forehead with a ſingle Eye is fill'd, 
Round, as a Ball, and ample, as a Shield. 
The glorious Lamp of Heav'n, the radiant Sun, 
Is Nature's Eye; and ſhe's contegt with one. 
Add, that my Father ſways your Seas, and I, 
Like you, am of the watry Family. 
I make you his, in making you my own; 
You 1 adore; and kneel to you alone: 
Fove, with his Fabled Thunder, I deſpiſe, 
And only fear the Lightning of your Eyes. 
Frown not, fair Nymph; yet 1 cou'd bear to be 
Diſdain'd, if others were diſdain'd with me. 
But to repulſe the Cyclops, arid prefer 
The Love of Acis, (Heay'ns!) 1 cannot bear, 
But let the Stripling pleaſe himſelf; nay more, 
Pleaſe you, tho* that's the thing I moſt abhor; 
The Boy ſhall find, if e er we cope in Fight, 
Theſe Giant Limbs endu'd with Giant Might, 
His living Bowels, from his Belly torn, 
And ſcatter'd Limbs ſhall on the Flood be born: 
Thy Flood, ungrateful Nymph 3 and Fate ſhall find 
That way, for thee, and Acis to be join'd. 
For oh! 1 burn with Love, and thy Diſdain 
Augments at once my Paſſion, and my Pain. 
Tranſlated Ætna flames within my Heart, 
And thou, inhuman, wilt not eaſe my Smart. 
Lamenting thus in vain, he roſe, and ſtrode 
With furious. Paces to the neighb' ting Wood : 


II. 


* 
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deſtleſs his Feet, diſtracted was his Walk; 


Mad were his Motions, and confus'd his Talk. 
Mad, as the vanquiſh'd Bull, when forc'd to yield 


His lovely Miſtreſs, and forſake the Field. 
Thus far unſeen I ſaw: when fatal Chance, 

His Looks direQing, with a ſudden Glance, 

Ai, and I were to his Sight betray'd ; 

Where nought ſuſpecting we ſecurely play'd. 

From his wide Mouth a bellowing Cry he caſt, 

I ſee, I ſee ; but this ſhall be your laſt: 

A Roar ſo loud made Etna to rebound; 

And all the Cyclops labour'd in the Sound. 

Aﬀrighted with his monſtrous Voice, I fled, 

And in the Neighb'ring Ocean plung'd my Head. 

Poor Acts turn'd his Back, and Help, he cry'd, 

Help, Galatea, help, my Parent Gods, 

And take me dying to your deep Abodes. 

The Cyctops follow'd ; but he ſent before 


A Rib, which from the living Rock he tore: 


Though but an Angle reach'd him of the Stone, 
The mighty Fragment was enough alone, 

To cruſh all Acis; twas too late to ſave, 

But what the Fates allow'd to give, I gave: 
That Acts to his Lineage ſhould return; 

And rowl, among the River Gods, his Urn. 


Kraight iſſu'd from the Stone a Stream of Blood; 


Which loſt the Purple, mingling with the Flood. 
Then, like a troubl'd Torrent, it appear'd : 
The Torrent too, in little ſpace, was cleat'd. 


The Stone was cleft, and through the yawning Chink 


New Reeds aroſe, on the new River's Brink, 


| 
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The Rock, from out its. hollow Womb, diſclos d 
A Sound like Water in its Courſe oppos d. 
When, (wond' rous to behold) full in the Flood, 
Up ſtarts a Touth, and Navel high he ſtood. 
Horns from his Temples. riſe ; and either Horn 
Thick Wreaths of Reeds, (his Native Grouth) adem 
Were not his Stature taller than before, 

His Bulk augmented, and his Beauty more, 
His Colour blue; for Acis he might paſs. : 
And Acis chang'd into a Stream he was, 

But mine no more; he xowls: along the Plains 
With rapid Motion, aud his Name retains 


The Story of GLAUcUs, and gerkti 


B Mr. Row. 


nere ceas d the Nymph; the fair Aſſemhly broke, 
The Sea-green:Nere:ds to the Waves betook: 
While Schlla, feartul of the wide-ſpread Main, 
Swift to the ſafer Shore returns again. 
There o'er the ſandy Margin, unarray d. 
With printleſs Footfteps flies the bounding Maid; 
Or in ſome winding Creek's ſecure Retreat 
She baths hex weary Limbs, and ſhuns the Noonday's 
Her Glaucus ſaw, as o'er the Deep He rode, [Heat 
Ne to the Seas, and late receiv'd a God. 
He ſaw, and languiſh'd for the Virgin's Love, 


With many an artful Blandiſhment he ſtrove 
Hex Flight to hinder, and her Fears remove. 
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The more he ſues, the more ſhe wings her Flight, 
And nimbly gains a neighb'ring Mountain's Height. 
geep ſhelving to the Margin of the Flood, N 
4 neighb'ring Mountain bare, and woodleſs ſtood; 
Here, by the Place ſecur'd, her Steps ſhe ſtay' d, 
And; trembling ſtill, her Lover's Form ſurvey' d. 
His Shape, his Hue, her trqubled Senſe appall, 
And dropping Locks that o'er his Shoulders fall; 
She ſees his Face Divine, and Manly Brow, 
End in a Fiſh's wreathy Tail below: 
She ſees, and doubts within her anxious Mind, 
Whether he comes of God, or Monſter Kind. 
This Glaucus ſoon perceiv'd ; And, Oh! forbear 
(ais Hand ſupporting on a Rock lay near) 
Forbear, he cry'd, fond Maid, this needleſs Fear. 
Not Fiſh am 1, nox Monſter of the Main, 
But equal with the watry Gods. I reign; 
Nor Proteus, not Palemen me excell, 
Nor he whoſe Breath inſpires the ſounding Shell. 
My birth, 'tis true, I owe to mortal Race, 
And I my ſelf but late a Mortal was: 
Ev'n then in Seas, and Seas alone, I joy'd ; 
The Seas my Hours, and all my Cares employ'd. 
In Meſhes now the twinkling Prey I dtem; 0 


Vo skilfully the Gender Line I threw, 
And ſilent fat the moving Float to view. | 

Not far from Shore, there lies a verdant Mead, 
0 With Herbage half, and half with Water ſpread: 
There, nar the horned Heifers browſing ſtray, 
| Nor ſhaggy Kids, nor wanton Lambkins play ; 
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There, nor the ſounding Bees their Nectar cull, 

Nor Rural Swains their genial Chaplets pull, 

NorFlocks, nor Herds, nor Mowers haunt the Place, 

To crop the Flow'rs, or cut the buſty Graſs: 

Thither, ſure firſt of living Race came 1, 

And fat by chance, my dropping Nets to dry. 

My ſcaly Prize, in Order all diſplay'd, 

By Number on the Greenſword there I lay'd, 

My Captives, whom or in my Nets took, 

Or hung unwary on my wily Hook, | 

Strange to behold ! yet what avails a Lye ? 

1 ſaw 'em bite the Graſs, as I ſate by ; 

Then ſudden darting o'er the verdant Plain, 

They ſpread their Finns as in their native Main: 

I paus' d, with Wonder ftruck, while all my Prey An 

Left their new Maſter, and regain'd the Sea. M. 

Amaz d, within my ſecret Self I ſought, A 

What God, what Herb the Miracle had wrought: M 
A 
Bl 
* 
Y 
\ 


But ſure no Herbs have Pow'r like this, 1 cry'd; 

And ſtrait l pluck'd ſome neighb ring Herbs, and try'd. 

Scarce had I bit, and prov'd the wond'rous Taſte, 

When ſtrong Convulſions ſhook my troubled Breaſt 

I felt my Heart grow fond of ſomething ſtrange, 

And my whole Nature lab'ring with a Change. 

Reſtleſs I grew, and ey'ry Place forſook, 

And ſtill upon the Seas 1 bent my Look. | 
Farewel for ever! Farewel, Land! I ſaid ; | 

And plung'd amidſt the Waves my ſinking Head. 

The gentle Pow'rs, who that low Empire keep, 

Receiy'd me as a Brother of the Deep ; 


3 
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70 Tethys, and to Ocean old, they pray 

To purge my mortal Earthy Parts away. 

The watry Parents to their Suit agreed, 

And thrice nine times a ſecret Charm they read. 


Then with Luſtrations purify my Limbs, 


And bid me bath beneath a hundred Streams : 

A hundred Streams from various Fountains run, 
And on my Head at once come ruſhing down. 

Thus far each Paſſage I remember well, 

And faithfully thus far the Tale I tell; 

But then Oblivion dark, on all my Senſes fell, 5 

Again at length my Thought reviving came, 

When 1 no longer found my ſelf the ſame; 

Then firſt this Sea-green Beard I felt to grow, 

And theſe large Honours on my ſpreading Brow ; 

My long deſcending Locks the Billows ſweep, 

And my broad Shoulders cleave the yielding Deep; - 

My Fiſhy Tail, my Arms of Azure Hue, 

And ev'ry Part divinely chang'd, I view. 

zut what avail theſe uſeleſs Honours now? 

What Joys can Immortality beſtow 2 

What, tho* our Nererds all my Form approve ? 

What boots it, while fair Scylla ſcorns my Love? 
Thus far the God; and more he wou'd have ſaid; 

When from his Preſence flew the ruthleſs Maid, 

Stung with Repulſe, in ſuch diſdainful ſort, 

He ſeeks Titanian Circe's horrid Court. 


| The End of the Thirteenth Book. 
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5 Tue 71 —an;fermation 7 Ser LLA. | 


Bow Glexcur, with 2 Lover s Haſte, 

4 bounds o'er | 

; To The ſwelling Waves, and ſeeks the 
8 Latian Shore. 

I Meſſena, Rheginm, and de barceik 

| 164 5 aſt 

of 3 ma, 5 his Sight are loſt: 


kt length he gains the Tyrrhene Seas, and views . © 
The Hills where baneful Philters Circe brews ; 
Monſters, in various Forms, around het preſs 5 
As thus the God ſalutes the Sorcerefs, | 
O Circe, be indulgent to my Grief, - 
And give a Love-ſick Deity Relief. $4; 4 
Too well the mighty Pow's of Plants I know, 
To thoſe my Figure, and new Fate I owe. | 
Vel. ,. 0 


314 Oye, Meramorpboſte. Book XIV, 
Again Meſſeus, an th* Anſonias Coat, | 
I Seylia view d, and from that Hour was loſt, " 
In tend*reft Sounds I ſu d; but ſtill the Fair 

Was deaf ro Vows, and pityteſs to-Pray'r. 

If Numbers can avail : exert their Pow'r ; 

Or Energy of Plants, if Plants have more, | 

1 ask no Cure; let but the Virgin pine 

With dying Fange, ox Aganics, like mine. 
No longer circe could her Flame diſguiſe, 
But to the ſuppliant God Marine, replies: 

When Maids are coy, have manlier Aims in view! 
Leave thoſe that Fly, but thoſe that Like, purſue. 
If Love can be by kind Complience won; 

See, at your Feet, the Daughter of the Sun. 

Sooner, ſaid Glaucus, ſhall the Ah remove 
From Mountains, and the fwelling Surges love; 
| Ot humble Sea -weed to the Hills tepair; ; 

E'er I think any but my Scy/la fair. 5 
Strait Circe reddens with a guilty Shame, 
And vows Revenge for her rejected Flame. 
Fierce Liking oft a Spight as fierce creates; 
For Love refus'd; without Averſion, hates. 

To hurt her hapleſs Rival ſhe proceeds; 

And, by the Fall of Scylla, Glaucus bleeds. 

Some faſcinating Bev*rage now the brews ; 
Compos'd of deadly Drugs, and baneful Juice. 
At Rvegium ſhe. arrives; the Ocean braves, 

And treads with unwet Feet the boiling Waves, 
Upon the Beach a winding Bay, there lies, - 


Shelter'd from Seas, and fhaded from: the Skies . 


„ 
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This Station Seylls choſe ; a ſoft Retreat, 3 

From chilling Winds, and raging cancer 5 Heat. 

The vengeful Sorc reſs viſits this Receſs; 

Her Charm infuſes, and infects the Place. | 

soon as the Nymph wades in ; Her nether Parts 

Turn into Dogs; then at her ſelf the arts, 

A ghaftly Horror in ker Eyes appears; 

But yet ſhe knows not, who it is ſhe feats; 

In vain ſhe offers from her ſelf to run; 

And drags about her what ſhe ſtrives to ſhun, 
Oppreſs'd with Grief the pitying God appears ; 

And ſwells the riſing Surges with his Tears; 

From the deteſted Sorcexeſs he flies; 

Her Art reviles, and her Addreſs denies; 

Whilſt hapleſs Scylla, chang' d to Rocks, decrees 

Deſtruction to thote en ue: beat GE 70 


The fe- of Kr EAS | continu va 


Here bulg's the Pride of fam'd Vlyſes Fleet, 
Jut good e/Eneas "ſcap* d the Fate he mer, MN 
As to the Latian Shore the Trojan ſtood, - 
And cut with well-rim *d Oars the foaming Flogd : * 
He weather*d fell Charybdis : But ere long 
The Skies were darken'd, and the Tempeſt ſtrong. 
Then to the Libyan Coaſt he ſtretehes oer; 
And makes at length the Carthaginian Shore. 
nete Dido, with an hoſpitable Care, 
luto her Heart receives the ann, 


02 
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From her kind Arms th' ungrateful Hero flies; ) 
The injur'd Queen looks on with dying Eyes, 
Then to her Folly falls a Sacrifice. 

seas now ſets Sail, and plying gains 
Fair Eryx, where his Friend Aceſtes reigns : 
Firſt to his Sire does fun'ral Rites decree, 2 
Then gives the Signal next, and ſtands to Sea; 
Out-runs the Iſlands where Veleano's roar ; 
Gets clear of Syrens, and their faithleſs Shore: 
But looſes Palynurus in the Way ; 
Then makes In«rime, and Prodhyta.. 


The Transformation of Cx nxcorians 
into Apes. 


The Gallies now by Pythecwſe paſs 3 

The Name is from the Natives of the Place 
| The Father of the Gods detefting Lies; 
Oft, with Abhorrence, heard their Perjuries. 
Th' abandon'd Race, transform'd to Beaſts, began 
To mimick the Impertinence of Man. 
Flat - nos d, and furrow'd ; with Grimace they grin ; 
And look, to what they were, too near akin : 
Merty in Make, and buſy to no End; | 
This Moment they divert, the next offend : 
So much this Species of their paſt retains ; 
Tho? leſt the Language, yet the Noiſe temaint, 


ZENE As deſcends to Hell. 


Now, on his Right, he leaves Parthonepe ; 
Hi Left, AGſenns jutting in the Sea: 


—__ ww > , v1 0 


And deem no Godhead greater, than your owa. 

| "Twas you xeſtor'd me from the Realms of Nighty- 

| And gave me to behold the Fields of Light: 

To feel the Breezes of Congenial Air; 
And Nate s bleſt Benevolence to hare, 
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Arrives at Cume, and with Awe ſurvey'd 
The Grotto of the venetable Maid : © 
zegs Leave thro? black Averaus to retire ; 
And view the much-loy'd Manes of his Sire. 
straight the divining Virgin trais'd her Eyes; 
And, fotming with a holy Rage, replies: 

O thou, whoſe Worth thy wong'rous Works proclaim 
The Flames, thy Piety; the World, thy Fame: 
Tho? great be thy Requeſt, yet ſhalt thou ſce 
Th' EH Fields, th infernal Monarchy 4 
Thy Parent's Shade: This Arm thy Steps mall guide 5 
To ſuppliant Virtue nothing is deny d. 

she fpoke, and pointing to the Golden Baugh, 
Which in th' Avernian Grove refulgent grew, 
Seize That, She bids 3 He liſtens to the Maid; 
Then views the mouruful Manſions of the Dead: 
The Shade of Great Anuchiſes, and the Place. ' 


57 Fates determin'd to the Trejan Race. 


As back to upper Light the Hero came, 


| Re thus ſalutes the Viſionary Dame. 


o, whether ſome propitious Deity, 


| Orlov'd by thoſe bright Rulers of the Sk: 


With grateful Incenſe I mall tile you One, 
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The Story of the SIBYLL, 


1 am no Deity, teply'd the Dame, 

But Mortal, and religious Rites diſclaim, 

Yet had avoided Death's tyrannick Sway, 
Had 1 conſented to the God of Day, 
With Promiſes he ſought my Love, and ſaid, 
Have all you wiſh, my fair c Maid. 

I paus'd ; then pointing to a Heap of Sand, 
For ev'ry Grain, to live 4 Year, demand. 

But ah! unmindful of ih' Effect of Time, 
Forgot to covenant for Youth, and Ptime. 

The ſmiling Bloom, 1 boaſted once, is gone, 

And feeble Age with lagging Limbs creeps on. 

Sev'n Cent'ries have I liv'd ; Three more fulfil 

The Period of the Yeats to finiſh ſtill. 

Who'll think; that Phebs:, dteſt in Youth Divine, 

Had once believ'd his Luſtre leſs, than mine ? 

This wither'd Frame (fo Fates have will'd) hall waſte 

To nothing, but Ptophetick Words, at laft. 

The Sibyll mounting now from nether Skies, 

And the fam'd 7//an Prince, at cumæ rife, 

He ſail'd, and near the Place to Anchor came, 

Since CalF'd cajeta from his Nurſe's Name, 
Here did the luckleſs Macarem, a Friend 

To wiſe Viyſts, his long Labours end. 

Here, wandring Achamenides he meets, 

And, ſudden, thus his late Aſſociate greets. 
Whence came you here, O Friend, and whither 
All gave you loſt on far Cyclopean Ground ; (bound? 

A Greek's at laſt aboard à Trojan found. 
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The Aibrinnes of Ac HAME NID ES. 


Thus Avhamenides ---- With Thanks I name 
v/Eneas, and his Piety proclaim. 
I fcap d the Cychps thro' the Hero's Aid, 
Elſe in his Maw my mangled Limbs had laid. 
When firſt your Navy under Sail he found, 
He rav'd, till Erna labout'd with the Sound. 
Raging, he ſtalk'd along the Mountain's Side, 
And vented Clouds of Breath at ev*ry Stride. 
His Staff a Mountain Aſh; and in the Clouds 
Oft, as he walks, his griſly Front he ſhrow ds. 
kyelefs he grop'd about with vengeful Haſte, 
And juſtled Pcomontories, as he paſs' d. | 
Then heav'd a Rock's high Summit to the Main, 
And bellow'd, like fome burfting Hurricane. 

Oh! cou'd 1 ſeize vhs in his Flight, 
How vtitamented were my Loſs of Sight ! 
Theſe Jaws ſhould Piece- meal tear each panting Vein, 
Grind ev'ry crackling Bone, and pound his Brain. 
As thus he rav'd, my Joynts with Horror ſhook ; 
The Tide of Blood my chilling Heart forſook. 
1 ſaw him once diſgorge huge Morſels, raw, 
Of Wretches undigeſted in his Maw. = 
From the pate breathleſs Trunks whole Limbs he tere, 
His Beard all clotted with o'erflowing Gore. 
My anxious Hours 1 paſs'd in Caves; my Food 
Was Foreſt Fruits, and Wildings of the Wood. 
At length a Sail 1 wafted, and aboard 
My Fortune found an hoſpitable Lord. 


O 4 
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Now, in Return, your own Adventures tell, 
And what, ſinee firſt you put to Sea, befelL 


Te Adventures of MACARE | Us. 


Then e e reign *d a Prince of Fame 
O'er Tuſcan Seas, and .us his Name. 
A Largeſs to Viyſſts he conſign d. 
And in a Steer's tough Hide inclos'd a Wind. 
Nine Days before the ſwelling Gale we ran ; 
The tenth, to make the meeting Land, began: 
When now, the merry Mariners, to find 
Imagin' d Wealth within, the Bag unbind, 
Forwith out-ruſh'd a Guft, which backwards bore 
Our Gallies to the Laſtrigenian Shore, C 
Whoſe Crown, Antiphates the Tyrant wore, 
Some few commitſſion'd were with Speed to treat; 
We to his Court repair, his Guards we meet. 
Two, friendly Flight preſerv'd ; the Third was doom d 
To be by thoſe curs'd Cannibals conſum'd, 
Johumanly our hapleſs Friends they treat; 
Our Men they murder, and deftroy out Fleet. 
In time the wiſe Viyſes bore away, 5 
And drop'd his Anchor in yon faithleſs Bay. 
The Thoughts of Ferils paſt we till retain, 
And fear to land, till Lots appoint the Men, 


| Polites true, Elpenor giv'n to Wine, 


Eurylechus, my (elf, the Lots allign, , . 
Delign'd for Dangers, and reſoly'd to Date, 
To circe's fatal Palace we repair. | 
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The Enchantments F Ci CE. 


Before the ſpacious Front, a Herd we find 
of Beaſts, the fierceſt of the ſavage Kind. 


And fawn, unlike their Species, at out Feet: 

Within upon a ſumptuous Throne of State, 

on golden Columns, rais d th' Enchantceſs ate. 

Rich was her Robe, and amiable her Mein, 

Her Aſpect awful, and the look d a Queen. 

| Her Maids not mind the Loom, nor houthold Care, 
Nor wage in Needie-work'a Scythian War... 

jut cull in Caniſters diſaſtrous Flow'rs, 

And Plants from haunted Heaths,and fairy Bow'rs, 

With brazen Sickles reap'd at Planetary Hours. I. 
Each Doſe the Goddeſs weighs with watchful * 3 
So nice her Art in impious Pharmacy !' © 
Entring the greets us with a gracious Look, 

And. Airs, that future Amity beſpoke. 


Her ready Nymphs ſerve up a rich Repaſt; - 


The Bowl the daſhes firſt; then gives to taſte-. 
Quick; to our own undoing; we comply 3 - 
Her Pow'r we prove, and ſhew the Sorcerf.. 0 

Soon, in a Length of Face, our Head extends; 
Our Chine ſtiff Briſtles bears, and forward bends ; 
A Breadth of Brawn new burniſhes our Neck 3 
Anon we grunt, as we begin to ſpeak» 
Alone Exurylechus refus'd to taſte, 
Nox 10 a Beaſt obſcene the Man nated 
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Our trembling Steps with Blandiſhments they meet. 
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Hither Vlyſes haſtes, (ſo Fates command) 
And bears the pow'tful Moly in his Hand; 
Unſbeaths his Scymitar, aſſaults the bane, 
Preſerves his Species, and remains the ſame. 
The Nuptial Right this Outrage ſtrait attends; 
The Dow's delir'd is his transfigur'd Friends. 
The Incantation backward me repeats, 
Inverts hex Rod, and what the did, defeats. 


And now eur Skin grows ſmooth, our Shape upright; 


Our Arms ſtretch up, our cloyen Feet unite. 
With Tears our weeping Gen' ral we embrace; 
Hang on his Neck, and melt upon his Face. 
Twelve Silver Moons in Circe's Court we ſtay, 
Whilſt there they waſte th' unwilling Hours away, 
*Twas kere I ſpy'd a Youth'in Parian Stone; 

His Head a Pecker bore ; the Cauſe unknown 
To Paſſengers. A Nymph of Circe's Train 

The Myſt'ry thus attempted to explain. 


The Story f Pie Us and CANENS, 
Picus, who. once the n Sceptre held, 


Could rein the Steed, and fit him for the Field, 


So like he was to what you ſee, that ſtill 

We doubt if real, or the Sculptor's Skill. 

The Graces in the finiſh'd Piece, you find, 

Are but the Copy of his fairer Mind. 

Four Luſtres ſcarce the Royal Youth could name, 
Till ev'ry Love-fick Nymph confeſs'd a Flame. 
Oft for his Love the Mountain Dryads ſu'd, 
And ev'ry Silver Siſtex of the Flood: | 
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Thoſe of Namens, Albuln, and thoſe 
Where Almo creeps, and haſty Nar o'erflows : 
Where ſedgy Amo glides thro? ſmiling Meads, 
Where ſhady Farfar ruſtles in the Reeds: 
And thoſe that love the Lakes, and Homage cwe 
To the chaſte Goddeſs of the Silver Bow. | 

In vain each Nymph her brighteſt Charms put vs 
His Heart no Sov*reign would 6bey but one. 
She whom Venia, on Mount Pularire, 
To Jann bore, the faireſt of her Line. 
Nor did her Face alone het Charms confeſs, 
Her Voice was raviſhing, and pleas' d no leſs, 
When- eber the ſung, ſo melting were her Strains, 
The Flocks unfed ſeem' d liſt' aing on the Plains 3 
The Rivers would ſtand fill, the Cedars bend; 
And Birds neglect their Pinions, to attend 
The Savage Kind in Foreſt · Wilds grow tame; 
And canens, from het heav'nly Voice, her Name. 

Hynes had now in ſome ili- fared Hour 
Their Hands united, as theit Hearts before. 
Whilſt their ſoft Moments in Delights they waſte, 
And each new Day was dearer than the paſt; 
Picus would fometimes o'er the Foreſts rove, 
And mingle Sports with Intetvals of Love. 
It chanc'd, as once the foatning Boar he chard, 
Ris Jewels ſparkling on his Tyrian Veſt, 
Laſcivious Circe well the Youth ſurvey'd, 
As fimpling on the flow'ry Hills the ſtray'd. 
Her wiſhing Eyes their ſilent Meſſage tell, 
And from ket Lap the vetdant Miſchief TH 
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As ſhe attempts at Words, his Coucſer ſprings 
Ober Hills, and Lawns, and ev'n a Wiſh outwings, 
Thou thalt not *ſcape meſo, proneunc'd the Dame, 
If Plants have Pow'r, and Spells be not a Name, 
She ſaid---and forthwith form'd a Boax of Air, 
That ſought the Covert with diſſembled Fear, 
Swift to the Thicket Picus wings his Way 
On Foot, to chaſe the viſionary Prey. 
Now the invokes the Daughters of the Night, 
Does noxious Juices ſmear, and Charms recite ; 
Such as can veil the Moon's more feeble Fire, 
Or ſhade the Golden Luſtre of her Sire. 
In filthy Fogs the hides the chearful Noon; 
The Guard at Diſtance, and the Youth alone, 
By thoſe fais Eyes, ſhe cries, and ev'ry Grace 
That finiſh all the Wonders of your Face, 
O! I conjuxe thee, hear a Queen complain, 
Nor let the Sun's ſoſt Lineage ſue in vain. 
Who-e'er thou art, reply'd the King, forbear, 
None can my Paſſion with my Canens ſhare. 
She fiſt my ev'ry tender Wiſh poſleſt, 
And found the ſoft Approaches to my Breaſt. 
In Nuptials bleſt, each looſe Deſizxe we ſhun, 
Nor Time can end, what Innocence begun. 
Think not, ſhe cy d, to ſannter out a Life 
Of Form, with that domeſtick Drudge, a wife; 
My juſt Revenge, dull Fool, e're long hall how ) 
What Ills we Women, if tefus' d, can do: 
Think me a Woman, and a Lover too. 
From dear ſucceſsful Spight we hope for Eaſe, 
Nor fail to Puniſh, where we fail to Heaſe. 
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Now twice to Eaſt ſhe turns, as oft to Weſt ; 

Thrice waves her Wand, as oft a Charm expreſt. 

on the loſt Youth her magick Pow*'r ſhe tries; 

Aloft he ſprings; and wonders how he flies. 

on painted Plumes the Woods he ſeeks, and ftill 

The Monarch Oak he pierces with his Bill. 

Thus chang'd, no more o'er Latian Lands he reigns 5 

of Picus nothing but the Name remains. 

The Winds from drilling Damps now purge the Air, | 

The Miſt ſubſides, the ſettling Skies are fait: 5 

The Court their Sov'reign ſeek with Arms in Hand, 

They threaten Circe, and their Lord-demand. 

Quick he invokes the Spirits of the Air, 

And twilight Elves, that on dun Wings repair © 

ro Charnels, and / th unhallow'd Sepulcher. 
Now, ſtrange to tell, the Plants ſweat Drops of Blood, 

The Trees are toſs'd from Forefts where they ſtood; 

Blue Serpents o'er the tainted Herbage ſlide, 

Pale glaring Spocttes on the tber ride; 

Dogs how, Earth yavns, rent Rocks forſake theit Beds, 

And from their Quarries heave their ftubborn Heads. 

The ſad SpeRators, ſtiffen d with their Fears 

She ſees, and ſudden ey'ry Limb the ſmears ;. 

Then each of ſavage Beaſts the Figure bears, 
The Sun did now to, Weſtern Waves retire, 

la Tides to temper his bright World of Fire. 

coe, laments her Royal Husband's Stay; 

HI ſuits fond Love with Abſence, or Delay. 

Whete the commands, her teady feople run 

the wills, tetracts 3 bids, and forbids anen. 


36 Ovid's Metamorphoſes. Book XIV, 
Reſtleſs in Mind, and dying with Deſpair, 
Her Breaſts ſhe' beats, and tears her flowing Hair. 
Six Days; and Nights the wanders on, at Chance 
Directs, without or Sleep, or Suſtenance. 

Tiber at laſt beholds the weeping Fair; 

Her feeble Limbs no more the Mourter bear; 


Streteh' d on his Banks, the to the Flood complains, | 


And faintly tunes her Voice to dying Strains. 
The ſick*nipg Swan thus hangs her Silver Wings, 
And, as the droops, her Elegy the fings, | 
E'er long ſad Canens waſtes to Air; whilſt Fame 
The Place ſtill honours with ber hapleſs Name. 
Here did the tender Tale of Pics ceaſe, 
Above Belief, the Wonder, 1 confeſs. 

Again we ſail, but more Diſaſters meet, 
Foxetold by Cree, to our ſuff ting Fleet. 

My ſelf, unable further Woes to bear, 

Declin'd the Voyage, and am refug'd Here. 


ZENEAS arrives in ITALY. 


Had good neus raiv'd' a fun ral Flame, 
In Honour of his hoaty Nurſt's Name. 
Her Epitaph he fix'd ; and ſetting Sail, 
Cajeta left, and catch'd at ey*ry Gale. 
He fteer'd at Diſtance from the faithleſs Shore 
Where the falſe Goddeſs reigns with fatal Pow'r; 


Thus Miucarenz---Now with a pidus war 5 


Where Thber rouls majeſtiek to the Main, (News 
And fattens, as he runs, the fair Catnpaits 


And ſought thoſe grateful Groves; that ſhade the : 
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His Kindred Gods the Hero's Wiſhes crown 7 
With fair Lavinia, and Latina, Throne: 2 | 8 

zut not without a War the Prize he won. 

Drawn up in bright Array the Battle ſtands : 

Turnus with Arms his promis'd. Wife demands. 
Hetrurians, Latians equal Fortune ſhare; 

And doubtful long appears the Face of War. 

Both Pow'rs from neighb'ring Princes ſeck Supplies, 
And Embaſſies appoint for new Allies. ; 
neas, for Relief, Evander moves 3 

His Quarrel he aſſerts, his Cauſe approves. 

The bold Nurulians, with an equal Speed, 

Sage Venulus diſpatch to Diomede. | 

The King, late Griefs revolving in his Mind, 

Theſe Reaſons for Neutrality aſſignd.— 

Shall I, of one poor Dotal Town poſſeſt, 
My People thin, my wretched Country waſte 3 
An exil'd Prince, and on a ſhaking Throne; 

Or risk my Patron's Subjects, or my own? | 
You'll grieve the Harſhneſs of our Hap to hear ; "IP 
Nor can 1 tell the Tale without a Tear. 


| The Adventures of D * OM E DES. 


After fam'd 1lium was by Argives won, 

And Flames had finiſh'd, what the Sword repay 
Pallas, incens'd, purſu'd us to the Main, 

In Vengeance of her violated Fane. 

Alone 0iless forc'd the Trejan — 
Yet all were puniſh*d fo the brutal Deed, 
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A Storm begins, the raging Wares tun high, 
The Clouds look heavy, and benight the Sky; 


Red Sheets of Lightn'ning o'er the Seas are ſpread, 


Out Tackling yields, and Wrecks at laſt ſucceed, 
'Tis tedious our diſaſt tous State to tell ; 
Ev'n Priam wou'd have picy'd, what befell. 


ret Pallas ſav'd me ftom the ſwallowing Main; 


At home new Wrongs to meet, as Fates ordain,. 
Chac'd from my Country, I once more repeat - 


All suff 'rings Seas could give, or War compleazt. 


For Venus, mindful of her Wound, decreed 
Still new Calamities ſhould paſt ſucceed. 
Amen, impatient thro? ſucceſſive 111s, 

With Fury, Love's btight Goddeſs thus reviles--- 
Theſe Plagues in ſpight to Diomede' ate ſent ; 
The Crime is his, but ours the Puniſhment. 
Let each; my Friends, her puny Spleen deſpiſe, 
And Dare that havghty Harlot of the Skies. 
The reft of Agmen's Inſolence complain, 
And of Irreverence the Wretch arraign. 
About to anſwer; his blaſpheming Throat 
Contracts, and ſhrieks in ſome diſdainful Note. 
To his new Skin @ Fleece of Feather clings, 


Hides his late Arms, and lengthens into Wings. 


The. lower Features of his Face extend, 
Warp into Horn, and in a Beak deſcend. 
Some more experience Agmon's Deftiny, 

And wheeling in the Air, like Swans they fly. 
Theſe thin Remains to Daunus Realms I bring, 
And here I reign, a poor precarious King, 
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The Transformation of APPULUS, 


Thus Diowedes, Venulus withdraws ; 
Vaſped the Service of the common Cauſe. 
?uteels he paſſes, and ſurvey- d 
A Cave long honour'd for its awful Shade. 
Here trembling Reeds exclude the piercing Ray, 
Here Streams in gentle Falls thro' Windings ſtray, | d 
And with a paſſing Breath cool Zephyrs play. 
The Goatherd God frequents the filent Place, 
ks once the Wood-Nymphs of the Sylvan Race, 
Till Appulus with a difhoneſt Air, 
And groſs Behaviour, baniſh'd thenee the Fair. 
The bold Buffoon, when - e er they tread the Green, 
Their Motion mimicks, but with Geſts obſcene. 
Looſe Language oft he utters ; but ere long 
A Bark in filmy Net-work binds his Tongue. 
Thus cliang'd, a bafe wild Olive he remains 3 
The Shrub the Coarſeneſs of the Clown retains, 


Tie TxO JAN Ships transform'd it to See- 
| Nymphs. 

Mean white the Latiens all their Pow! [4 Prepare, 
'Gainſt Fortune, and the Foe to puſh the War. 
With Phrygian Blood the floating Fields they tain 3 
But, Mort of Succours, ſtill contend in vain. 
Turnus remarks the Trojan Bleet ill mann'd, 
Unguarded, and at Anchor near the Strand ;. 
lie thought 3 and ſtrait a lighted Brand he bore, 
And Fire invades, what 'ſcap'd the Waves before. 
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The Billows from the kindling Prow retice ; Both 


Pitch, Roſin, Searwood on red Wiags alfire, 
And Vulcan on the Seas exerts his Attribute of Fife 
This, when the Mother of the Gods bekeld, 
Het towry Crown ſhe ſhook, and ſtood reveal'd ; 
Her brindl'd Lions rein'd, unveil'd her Head, 
And hov'ring o'er her favour'd Fleet, the ſaid: 
Ceaſe Turnus, and the heav'nly Pow'rs relpedt, | 
Nor dare to violate, what 1 protect. 
Theſe Gallies, once fair Trees, on Ida ſtood, 
And gave their Shade to each deſcending God, 
Nor ſhall conſume; irrevocable Fate 
Allots their Being no determin'd Date. 
Strait Pea's of Thunder Heav'n's high Arches tend, Al 
The Hail-ſtones leap, the Show' rs in Spouts deſcend, 
The Winds with widen'd Throats the Signal give; 
The Cables break, the ſmoaking Veſlels drive. 
Now, wondrous, as they beat the foaming Flood, 
The Timber ſoftens into Fleſh, and Blood; 
The Yards, and Oars new Arms, and Legs deſign; 
A Trunk the Hull; the flender Keel, a Spine; 
The Prow a female Face; and by Degrees 
The Gallies riſe green Daughters of the Seas. 
Sometimes on coral Beds they fit in State, 
Or wanton on the Waves they feat'd of late. 
The Barks, that beat the Seas ate ftill their Cate, 
Themſelves remembting what of late they were 
To ſave a Trojan Sail in Throngs they preſs, 
But ſmile to ſee Alcinoas in Diſtreſs. 
Unable were thoſe Wonders to deter 
The Larians from their unſucceſsful Wat. 
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Both Sides for doubtful Viftory contend ; 

And on their Courage, and their Gods depend. 
Nor bright Lavinia, nor Latinus Crown, 

Warm their great Soul to War, like fait Renown, 
Venus at laſt beholds her Godlike Son 


| Trivmphant, and the Field of Battle won; 


Brave Turnus ſlain, ſtrong Ardea but a Name, 

And bury'd in fierce Deluges of Flame. 

Her Tow'rs, that boaſted once a Sov'reign Sway, 
The Fate of fancy'd Grandeur, now bettay. 

A famiſh'd Heron from the Aſhes ſprings, 

And beats the Ruin with diſaſtrous Wings. 


' Calamities of Towns diſtteſt the feigns, 


And oft, with woful Shrieks, of War complains, 
The Deification of FEXE AS- 


| Now had (Taser, us Ordain'd by Fate, 


Sutviv'd the Period of Saturnia's Hate: 
And by a ſure irrevocable Doom, 
Fix'd the immortal Majeſty of Rome, 

Fit for the Station of his Kindred Stars, 
His Mother Goddeſs thus her Suit prefers. By 
Almighty Atbiter, whoſe pow'rful Nod 
Shakes diſtant Earth, and bows our own Abode z 

To thy great Progeny indulgent be, 

And rank the Goddeſs-born a Deity, 

Already has he view'd, with mortal Eyes, 

Thy Brother's Kingdoms of the nether Skies: 
Forthwith a Conclave of the Godhead meets, 

Where. Juno in the ſhining Senate bits. 
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Remorſe for paſt Revenge the Goddeſs feels; 
Then thund'ring Fove th* Almighty Mandate ſeals ; 
Allots the Prince of his Celeſtial Line . 
An Apothie ſis, and Rights Divine. 

The chryſtal Manſions eccho with Applauſe, 
And, with her Graces, Love's bright Queen withdraw 
Shoots in a Blaze of Light along the Skies, 


And, born by Turtles, to Laurentum flies. The 
Alighis, where thro” the Reeds Namicius ſtrayt, And 
And to the Seas his watry Tribute pays. Th 
The God the ſupplicates.ta waſh away EX 
The Parts more groſs, and. ſubſe &to Decay, 1 
And cleanſe the Goddeſs-born from Seminal Allay. He 
The: horned Flood with glad Attention ſtands, = 
Then bids his Streams obey. their Sire's Commands. or 
His better Parts by Luſtral Waves refin'd, 0: 
More pure, and nearer to. Mtherial Mind; 01 


With Gums of fragrant Scent the Goddeſs firews, WM - 
And on his Features breathes ambroſial Dews, 1 
Thus deify'd, new Honours Neme decrees, 


B 

Shrines, Feſtivals 3 and ſtiles him Indies. 
| The Line of the LATIAXN Kings. ; 
Aſcanius now the Latian Sceptre ſways z : 


The Alban Nation, Sylvius, next obeys. 

Then young Latinus : Next an Alba came, 
The Grace, and Guardian of the Alban Name. 
Then Epitas; then gentle Cepys reign'd 3, 
Then Capeti: the regal Pow's ſuſtain d. 
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Next he, who periſh'd on the Tuſcen Flood, 
and honour'd with his Name the River God. 


Now haughty Nemulus begun his Reign, 
Who fell by Thunder he aſpir'd to feign. 


Meck Acrota ſucceeded to the Crown; 1 8 


„Tom Peace endeavouring, more than Arms, Re- 
To Aventinus well reſign d his Throne. [nown, 
The Mount, on which he ruf d, preſerves his Name, 
And Procas wore the Regal Diadem. 


The Story of VERTU v Us and POMONA. 


4 Hama: Dryad fourifh'd in theſe Days, BA 
Het Name Pomena,: from her Woodland Race. 2 
la Garden Culture none could ſo excell, . 
or form the pliant Souls of Plants ſo well 
Or to the Fruit more gen'rous Flavours lend, 
Or teach the Trees with nobler Loads to bend. 
The Nymph frequented not the flatt'ring stream, 
Nor Meads, the Subject of a virgin's Dream; 
But to ſuck Joys her Nurt ry did prefer, 
Alone to tend her vegetable Care. 
A Pruning-hook the carry d in her Hand. 
And taught the Straglers to obey Command; 
Left the licentious, and unthriſty Bough, 
The too indulecnt Parent ſhould undo. | 
She hows, how Stocks invite to their Embrace 1 | — 
A Graft, and naturalize a foreign Race _ - 
To mend the Salvage Teint; and in its Stead. 
Adopt nem Nature, and 8 nobler Breed. 
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Now hourly ſhe obſerves her growing Care, 
And guards their Nonage from the bleaker Ait: 

Then opes her ſtreaming Sluices, to ſupply 
With flowing Draughts her thirſty Family. 
Long had ſhe labour'd to continue free 
From Chains of Love, and Nuptial Tyranny ; 
And in her Orchard's ſmall Extent immur d, 
Her vow'd Virginity the ſtill ſecur' d. 
Oft would looſe Pan, and all the luſtful Train 
Of Satyrs, tempt her Innocence in vain. 
Silenus, that old Dotard, own'd a Flame; | 
And He, that frights the Thieves with Stratagem 
Of Sword, and Something elſe too groſs to name. 


| Vertumnus too purſu'd the Maid no leſs ; 


But, with his Rivals, ſhar'd a like Succeſs. . 

To gain Acceſs a thouſand Ways he tries ; 

Oft, in the Hind, the Lover would diſguiſe. 

The heedleſs Lout comes ſhambling on, and ſeems 
Juſt ſweating from the Labour of his Teams, 
Then, from the Harveſt, oft the mimick Swain 
Seems bending with a Load of bearded Grain. 
Sometimes 4 Dreffer of the Vine he feigns, 

And lawleſs Tendrils to their Bounds reſtrains. 
Sometimes his Sword a Soldier ſhews ; his Rod 
An Angler ; till ſo various is the God, 

Now, in a Forhead-Cloth, ſome Crone he ſeems, 
A Staff ſupplying the Defect of Limbs ; 
Admittance thus he gains ; admires the Store 

Of faireſt Fruit; the fair Poſſeſſor more; 

Then greets her with a Kiſs : Th' unpractis'd Dame 


Admir'd a Grandame kiſs'd with ſuch a Flame, 
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Now, ſeated by her, he beholds a Vine 
kround an Elm in am*rous Foldings twine. 
if that fair Elm, he cry'd, alone ſhould ſtand, 
No Grapes would glow with Gold, and tempt theHand ; 
orif that Vine without her Elm ſhould grow, 
'Twould creep a poor pegleed Shrub below. 

ze then, fair Nymph, by theſe Examples led; 
Not ſhun, fox fancy'd Fears, the Nuptial Bed. 
Not ſhe for whom the Laprthites took Arms, 
Nor Sparta 's Queen could boaſt ſuch heav'nly 9 
and if you would on Woman's Faith rely, 
None can your Choice direct ſo well, as 1. 
Tho old, ſo much Pamona I adore, 
Scarce does the bright Vertumnus love her more. 
'Tis your fair ſelf alone his Breaſt inſpires | 
with ſofteſt Wiſhes, and unſoyl'd Deſires, - 
Then fly all vulgar Followers, and prove 
The God of Seaſons only worth your Love! 
On my Aſſurance well you may zepole ; 
yertumnus ſcaree Vertumnus better knows. | 
True to his Choice, all looſer Flames he flies 5 
Nor for new Faces faſhionably dies. 7 
The Chazms of Youth, and ev'ry ſmiling Grace N 
Bloom in his Features, and the God confeſs, 
Belides, he puts on ev'ry Shape at Eaſe; 
But thoſe the moſt, that beſt Pomena pleaſe. 
Still to oblige ber is her Lover's Aim; 
Their Likings and Averſions are the ſame. 
Not the fair Fruit your burthen'd Branches bear; 
Nor all the youthful Produ@ of the Tear, 
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Could bribe his Choice; your ſelf alone can prone 
A fit Reward for ſo refin'd a Love. 

Relent, fait Nymph, and with a kind Regrer, 
Think 'tis Vertumnus weeping at your Feet. 

A Tale attend, thro* Cyprss known, to prove 
How Vous once eng d neglected Love. 


. The Story of Irnrs, and ANA rank 


Ipbis, of vulgar Birth, by Chance had view 4 
| Fair A 1axarete of Teucer's Blood. | 

Not long had he beheld the Royal Dame, 
E're the bright Sparkle kindled into Flame, 
Off did he ſtruggle with a juſt Deſpair, 
Unfix'd to ask, unable to forbear. 
But Love, who flatters ftill his own Diſeaſe, 
Hopes all things will ſucceed, heknows will pleaſe. 
Where-ce*erthe fair one haunts, he hovers there; 
And ſceks her Confident with Sighs, and Pray'r, 
Or Letters he-conveys, that ſeldom prove 
Succeſsleſs Meſſengers in Suits of Love. 


And Myrtle Gatlands on the Columns rears» 
Wet with a Deluge of unbidden Tears. 


Now ſhiv*zing at her Gates the Wretch appears, 


The Nymph more hard thanRocks,more deaf RE 


Derides his Pray'rs ; infults his Agonies ; 

| Arraigns of Inſolence th' aſpiring Swain; 
And takes a cruel Pleaſure in his Pain. 
Reſolv'd at laſt to finiſh his Deſpair, - 

He thus upbraids tht inexotable Fait,-- 
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0 Anaxarets, at laſt forget 

The Licence of a Paſſion indiſcreet. 

Now Triumph, fince a welcome Sacrifice 

Jour Slave prepares, to offer to your Eyes. 

My Life, without Reluctance, I reſign ; 

That Preſent beſt can pleaſe a Pride, like Thine, 

ut, O! forbear to blaſt a Flame ſo bright, 

boom d never to expire, but with the Light. 

And you, great Pow'rs, do Juſtice to my Name; 

The Hours, you take from Life, reſtore to Fame. 
Then o'er the. Poſts, once hung with Wreaths, he 

The ready Cord; and fits the fatal Nooſe 3 {throws 

For Death prepares; and bounding from above, 

At once the. Wretch concludes his Life, and Love. 
Fer long the People gather, and the Dead 

to his mourning Mother's Arms convey'd.. 

Fir, like ſome ghaftly Statue, the appears; 

Then baths the breathleſs Coarſe in Seas of Tears» 

And gives it to the Pile 3 now as the Throng 

Proceed in ſad Solemnity along, 

To view the paſſing Pomp, the cruel Fair 

Haſtes, and beholds her breathleſs Lover there. 

Struck with the ſight, inanimate ſhe ſeems 3 

Set are her Eyes, and motionleſs her Limbs : 

Ker Features without Fire, her Colour gone, 

And, like her Heart, ſhe hardens into Stone, 

In Salamis the Statue till is ſeen 

In the fam'd Temple of the Cyprian Queen, 

Warn'd by this Tale, no longer then diſdain, 

BM ONymph beloy'd, to caſe a Lover's Pain, 
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So may the Froſts in Spring your Bloſſoms ſpare, 
And Winds their rude Autumnal Rage forbear. 
Ihe Story oft Vertumnus urg'd in vain, 
But then aſſum'd his heav'nly Form again. 
Such Looks, and Luſtre the bright Youth adorn, 
As when with Rays glad Phæbus paints the Morn, 
The Sight ſo warms the fair admiring Maid, 
Like Snow ſhe melts: So ſoon can Youth. perſuade, 
Conſent, on eager Wings, ſucceeds Deſire; 
And both the Lovers glow with mutual Fire. 


The LAT 1AN Line contina'd. 


Now Procas yielding to. the Fates, his Son 
Mild Numitor ſucceeded to the Crown, 
But falſe Amulius, with a lawleſs Pow'r, 
At length depos'd his Brother Numitor. 
Then Ilia's valiant Iſſue, with the Sword, 
Her Parent reinthron'd, the rightful Lord. 


The joyous time of Pales? Feaſt arrives; 

He gives the Word to ſeize the Sabine Wives. 

Ihe Sires enrag'd take Arms, by Tatius led, 
Bold to revenge their violated Bed. ; 

A Fort there was, not yet unknown to Fame, 

Call'd the Tarpeian, it's Commander's Name. 

This by the falſe Tarpeia was betray d, 


Next Romulus to People Rome contrives; ; | 


But Death well recompens'd the treach'rous Maid, 


The Foe on this new-bought Succeſs relies, 
And ſilent, march; the City to ſurprize. 
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gaturnia's Arts with Sabine Arms combine 
zut Venus countermines the vain Defign 3 _ 


latreats the Nymphs that o'er the Springs prefide, 


Which near the Fane of hoary Janus glide, | 
To ſend their Succours ; ev*ry Urn they drain, 
To ſtop the Sabines Progrefs, but in vain. 

The Naiads now more Stratagems eflay 5 
And kindling Sulphur to each Source convey. 
The Floods ferment, hot Exhalations riſe, 
Till from the ſcalding Ford the Army flies. 
goon Romulus appears in ſhining Arms, 
And to the War the Roman Legions warms. 
The Battle rages, and the Field is ſpread 
with nothing, but the Dying, and the Dead. 
zoth Sides conſent to treat withont Delay, 
And their two Chiefs at onee the Sceptre ſway. 
zut Tatius by Lavinian Fury ſlain; 
Great Remi continu 'd long to reign, 


The Aſſumption of Roxvrvs. 


Now Warrior Mars his burniſh'd Helm puts on, 


And thus addreſſes Heav'n's Imperial Throne, 
Since the inferior World is now become 

One Vaſſal Globe, and Colony to Rome, 

This Grace, O Fove, for Romulus I claim, 

Admit him to the Skies, from whence he came. 

Long haſt thou promis'd an Ætherial State 

To Mars's Lineage; and thy Word is Fate. 


The Sire, that rules the Thunder, with a Nod, 


Declar'd the Fiat, and diſmiſs'd the God, 
| F' 3 
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soon as the Pow'r Armipotent ſurvey'd, 


The flaſhing Skies, the Signal he obey'd; 


And leaning on his Lance, he mounts his Car, 
His fiexy Courſers laſhing thro? the Air. 
Mount Palat#e he gains, and finds his Son 


Good Laws enacting on a peaceful Throne; 


The Scales of heav'nly Juſtice holding high, 
With ſteady Hand, and a diſcerning Eye. 
Then vaults upon. his Carr, and to the Spheres, 
Swift, as a flying Shaft, Rome's Founder bears. 
The Parts, more pure, in riſing are refin'd, 
The groſs, and periſhible lag behind, _ 

His Shrine in purple Veſtments ſtands in view; 
He looks a God, and is Quirinus now, 


The Aſſumption of HE R $1L 14. 


E'er long the Goddeſs of the Nuptial Bed, 
With Pity mov'd, ſends Iris in her Stead 8 
To ſad Hertlia - Thus the Meteor Maid: --- 

Chaſt Relict! in bright Truth to Heav'n ally'd, 
The Sabines Glory, and the Sex's Pride; | 
Honour'd on Earth, and worthy of the Love 
Of ſuch a Spouſe, as now reſides above, 

Some Reſpite to thy killing Griefs afford; 

And if thou would'ſt once more behold thy Lord, 
Retire to yon ſteep Mount, with Groves o' er- ſpread, 
Which with an awful Gloom his Temple ſhade, 

With Fear the modeſt Matron lifts her Eyes, 
And to the bright Embaſſadreſs replies: 


J. 
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o Goddeſs, yet to mortal Eyes unknown, 
zut ſure thy various Charms confeſs thee one: 
© quick to Nmulus thy Votreſs bear, 

With Looks of Love he'll ſmile away my Care; 
In what · e er Orb he ſhines, my Heav'n is there; 

Then haſtes with Iris to the holy Grove, 
And up the mount Quirinal as they move, 

A lambent Flame glides downward thro' the Air, 
And brightens with a Blaze Herſilia's Hair. 
Together on the bounding Ray they riſe, 
And ſhoot a Gleam of Light along the Skies. 
With op' ning Arms Quirinus met his Bride, 
Now Ora nam d, and preſs'd her to his Side. 


The End of the Fourteenth Book: 
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METAMORPHOSES. 
n OO K XV. 
Tranſlated by Mf. DRYD E N, and Others. 


The PYTHAGOREAN PHILOSOPHY. 
By Mr, Davbpen. 


KING is ſought to guide the 

growing State, ee Shak] ifs 

One able to ſupport the Publick 

| Weight, 3 | 

> And fill the Throne where Rewnlu* \ - 
had ſate. | | A, 

Renown, which oft beſpeaks the Publiek Voice, 

Had recommended Numa to their Choice: 

A peaceful, pious Prince; who not content 

To know the Sabine Kites, his Study bent 

1 5 ; 
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To cultivate his Mind; to learn the Laws 
Of Nature, and explore their hidden Cauſe. 
Urg'd by this Care, his Country he forſook, 
And to Crotona thence his Journey took. 
Arriv'd, he firſt enquir'd the Founder's Name 
Of this new Colony ; and whence he came. 
Then thus a Senior of the Place replies, 
(Well read, and curious of Antiquities) 
"Tis ſaid, Alcid?s-hither took his way 
From Spain, and drove along his conquer'd Prey; 
Then, leaving in the Fields his grazing Cows, 
He ſought himfelf ſome hoſpitable Houſe - 
Good Croton entertain'd his Godlike Gueſt ; 
While he repair d his weary Limbs with Reſt. 
The Hero, thence departing, bleſs'd the Place; 
And here, he ſaid, in Time's revolving Race, 
A riſing Town ſhall take his Name from thee. 
Revolving Time fulfill'd the Prophecy: 
For Myſcelos, the juſteſt Man on Earth, 
Alemon's Son, at Argos had his Birth: 
Him Hercules, arm'd with his Club of Oak, 
O'erſhadow'd in a Dream, and thus beſpoke z. | 
| Go, leave thy Native Soil, and make Abode, Y 
Where <£ſ/aris rowls down his rapid Flood: \ 
He ſaid; and Sleep forſook him, and the God. 
Trembling he wak'd, and roſe with anxious Heart 3 
His Country Laws forbad him to depart : 
What ſhou'd he do? Twas Death to go away, 
And the God menac'd, if he dar'd to ſtay. 
All Day he doubted, and when Night came on, 
Sleep, and the ſame forewarning Dream, begun: 
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Once mere the God ſtood threatning o'er his Heads 
With added Curſes if he diſobey'd. 4 
Twice warn'd, he ſtudy'd Flight; but wou'd nn 
At once, his Perſon, and his Wealth away : 

Thus while he linger'd, his Deſign was heard; 
A ſpeedy Proceſs form'd, and Death declar'd. - 
Witneſs there needed none of his Offettce ; 
Againſt himſelf the Wretch was Evidence: 
Condemn'd, and deſtitute of human Aid, 

To him, for whom he ſuffer'd, thus he pray'd. 

O Pow'r, who haſt deſerv'd in Heav'n a Throne; 
Not giv'n, but by thy Labours made thy own, 
Piry thy Suppliaut, and protect his Cauſe, 
Whom thou haſt made obnoxious to the Laws. 

A Cuſtom was of old, and ſtill remains, 
Which Life, or Death by Suffrages ordains :. 
White Stones, and Black within an Urn are caſt ;. 
The firſt abfolve, but Fate is in the laſt. 
The Judges to the common Urn bequeath 
Their Votes, and drop the Sable Signs of Death; 
The Box receives all Black, but, pour d from thences. 
The Stones came candid forth; the Hue of Innocence. | 
Thus Alemonides his Safety won, | 
Preſery'd from Death by Aleumena's Son: 
Then to his Kinſman-God his Vows he pays, 
And cuts. with proſp'rous Gales th' Tonian Seas: 
He leaves Tarentum, favour'd by the Wind, 
And Thurine Eays, and Temiſes, behind ; 
Soft Sybaris, and all the Capes that ſtand: 
Along the Shore, he makes in ſight of Land; 
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still doubling, and ſtill coaſting, till he found 
The Mouth of Æſaris, and promis'd Ground; 
Then ſaw, where, on the Margin of the Flood, 
The Tomb, that held the Bones of Cyoton ſtood: 
Here, by the Gods Command, he built, and wall'd 
The Place predicted; and Crotona call's.. 

Thus Fame, from- time to time, delivers down | 
The ſure Tradition of th' Italian Town. 

Here dwelt the Man divine, whom Samos bore, 

But now Selfbaniſh'd from his Native Shore, 
Becauſe he hated Tyrants, nor cou'd bear 
The Chains, which none but ſervile Souls will wear , 
He, tho' from Heav'n remote, to Heav'n cou'd move, 
With Strength of Mind, and tread th* Abyſs above; 
And penetrate, with his interior Light, 
Thoſe upper Depths, which Nature hid from Sight , 
And what he had obſerv'd, and learnt from thence, 
Lov'd in familiar Language to diſpence. 

The Crowd with ſilent Admiration ſtand, . 


And heard him, as they heard their God's command; | 


While he diſcours'd of Heav'n's myſterious Laws, 
The World's Original, and Nature's Cauſe ; 

And what was God; and why the fleecy Snows 
In Silence fell, and rattling Winds aroſe ; 

What ſhook the ſtedfaſt Earth, and whence begun 
The Dance of Planets round the radiant Sun ; 5 
If Thunder was the Voice of angry Fove, 

Or Clouds, with Nit re pregnant, burſt above: 


Of theſe, and Things beyond the common Reach, 


He ſpoke;and charm'd his Audience with his Speech, 
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He firſt the Taſte of Fleſh from Tables drove, 
And argu'd well, if Arguments cou'd m ve. 
o Mortals, from your Fellows Blood ab 
Nor taint your Bodies with a Food profane: 2 
While Corn, and Pulſe by Nature are beſtow'd, 
And planted Orchards bend their willing Load; 
While labour'd Gardens wholeſom Herbs produce, 
And teeming Vines afford their gen'rous Juice; 
Nor tardier Fruits of cruder Kind are loſt, 
But tam'd with Fire, or mellow'd by the Froſt ; 
While Kine to Pails diſtended Udders bring, 
And Bees their Hony redolent of Spring; | 
While Earth not only can your Needs ſupply, 
But, laviſh of her Store, provides for Luxury 
A guiltleſs Feaſt adminiſters with Eaſe, 
And without Blood is prodigal to pleaſe. |, 
Wild Beaſts their Maws with their flain Brethren fill; 
And yet not all, for ſome refuſe to kill; _ 
Sheep, Goats, and Oxen, and the nobler Steed, 
On Browz, and Corn, and flow'ry Meadows, feed. 
Bears, Tygers, Wolves, the Lyon's angry Brood, 
Whom Heav'n endu'd with Principles of Blood, 
He wiſely ſundred from the reſt, to yell 
in Foreſts, and in lonely Caves to dwell ; 
Where ſtranger Beaſts oppreſs the Weak by Might, 
And all in Prey, and purple Feaſts delight. 

O impious Uſe! to Nature's Laws oppos'd, 
Where Bowels are in other Bowels clos'd: 
Where, fatten'd by their Fellow's Fat, they thrive 
Maintain'd by Murder, and by Death they live, _ © 
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*Tis then for nought, that Mother Earth provides 
The stores of all ſhe ſhows, and all the hides, 
If Men with fleſhy Morſels muſt be fed, 


And chaw with bloody Teeth the breathing Bread : 


What elſe is this, but to deyour our Gueſts, 
And barb'rouſly renew Cyclopean Feaſts ! 
We, by deſtroying Life, our Life ſuſtain ; 
And gorge tt” ungodly Maw with Meats obſcene, 

Not ſo the Goldea Age, who fed on Fruit, 
Nor durſt with bloody Meals their Mouths pollute, 
Then Birds in airy Space might ſafely move, 
And tim'rous Hares on Heaths ſecurely rove: 
Nor needed Fiſh the guileful Hooks to fear, 
For all was peaceful; and that Peace ſincere. 
Whoever was the Wretch, (and curs'd be he) 
That envy'd firſt our Food*s Simplicity, 
Th'Eſſay of bloody Feafts on Brutes began, 
And after forg*d the Sword to murder Man. 
Had he the ſharpen'd Steel alone employ'd 
On Beaſts of Prey, that other Beaſts deſtroy'd, 
Or Man invaded with their Fangs, . and Paws, 
This had been juſtify d by Nature's Laws, 
And Self-defence : But who did Feaſts begin 
Of Fleſh, he ſtretch'd Neceſſity to Sin. 
To kill Man- killers, Man has lawful Pow'r, 
But not th' extended Licence, to devour. 

III Habits gather by unſeen Degrees, 
As Brooks make Rivers, Rivers run to Seas. 


Th' intruſted Seed, was judg'd to ſpoil the Crop, 
And intercept the ſweating Farmer's Hope: 


The Sow, with her broad Snour, for rooting up 6 
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The. cov'tous Churl, of unforgiving Kind, 
Th' Offender tõ the bloody Prieſt reſign d: 
Her Hunger was no Plea : For that the dy'd. 
The Goat came next in order, to be try'd : 
The Goat had cropt the Tendcills of the Vine: 0 


Ia vengeance Laity, and Clergy join, 

Where one had loſt his Profit, one his Wine. | 
Here was, at leaſt, ſome Shadow of Offeace: - 
The Sheep was ſactific'd on no Pretence, 
But. meek, and unreſiſting Innocence. 0 
A patient, uſeful Creature, born to bear | 
The warm, and woolly Fleece, that cloath'd her Mur- 
And daily to give down the Milk the bred, l derer; 
A Tribute for the Graſs on which the fed, 

Living, both Food and Rayment the ſupplies, - 

And is of leaſt Advantage, when ſhe dies. 

How did the toyling Ox his Death deſerve, 

A downright ſimple Drudge, and born to ſerve 2. 

0 Tyrant! with what Juſtice canſt thou hope 

The Promiſe of the Year, a plenteous Crop; 
When thou deſtroy'ſt thy lab'ring Steer, who till'd, 
And plough'd with Pains, thy elſe ungrateful Field? 
From his yet recking Neck to draw the Yoke, 

That Neck, with which the ſurly Clods he broke; 
And to the Hatchet yield thy Husband-man, 

Who finiſh'd Autumn, and the Spring began ! 

Nor this alone! but Heav'n it {ſelf to bribe, 
We to the Gods our impious Acts aſcribe: | 
Firſt recompence with Death theit Creatures Toi; 
Then call the Bleſs'd aboye to ſhare the Spoil z 


352 Ov1v's Metamorphoſes. Book XV. 

The faireſt Victim muſt the Pow'rs appeaſe, 

($0 fatal tis ſometimes too much to pleaſe 9 

A purple Fillet his broad Brows adorns; 

With flow'ry Garlands crown'd, and gilded Horns: 

He hears the murd'rous Pray' the Prieft prefers, 
ut underſtands not, tis his Doom he hears :. 

Beholds the Meal betwixt his Temples caſt, 

(The Fruit and Product of his Labours paſt ;) 

And in the Water views perhaps the Knife 

Uplifted, to deprive him of his Life; 

Then broken- up alive, his Entrails 4 

Torn out, for Prieſts t'inſpect the Gods Decrees, | 

From whence, O mortal Men, this Guſt of Blood 

Have you deriv'd, and interdicted Food? 

Be taught by me this dire Delight to ſhun; 

Warn'd by my Precepts, by my Practice won: 

And when you eat the well-deſerving Beaſt, 

Think, on the Lab'rour of your Field you feaſt! 

Now ſince the God inſpires me to proceed, 
Be that, whate er inſpiring Pow'r, obey'd. 
For 1 will ſing of mighty Myſteries, 0 | 
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Of Truths conceaFd before, from human Eyes, 
Dark Oracles unveil, and open all the Skies, 
Pleas'd as I am to walk along the Sphere 
Of ſhining Stars, and travel with the Year, 

To leave the heavy Earth, and ſcale the Height 
Of Atlas, who ſupports the heav'nly Weight; 
To look from upper Light, and thence ſurvey 

| Miſtaken Mortals wand'ring from the Way, 
And wanting Wiſdom, fearful for the State 
Of futuse Things, and trembling at their Fate! 


| 
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Thoſe I wou'd teach; and by right Reaſon bring 
To think of Death, as but an idle Thing, 
| Why thus affrighted at an empty Name, 
A Dream of Darkneſs, and fictitious Flame? 
Vain Themes of Wit, which but in Poems paſs, 
And Fables of a World, that never was! 
What feels the Body, when the Soul expires , 
By Time corrupted, or conſum'd by Fires ? 
Nor dies the Spirit, but new Life repeats 
In other Forms, and only changes Seats. 
Ev'n I, who theſe myſterious Truths declare, 
Was once Euphorbus in the Trojan War; 
My Name, and Lineage I remember ſwell, 
And how in Fight by Sparta's King I fell. 
In Argive Funo's Fane I late beheld [$hield. 
My Buckler hung on high, and own'd my former 
Then, Death, ſo call'd, is but old Matter dreſs'd 
In ſome new Figure; and a vary'd Veſt : ; 
Thus all Things are but alter'd, nothing dies; 
And here, and there th' unbody'd Spirit flies, 7 
By Time, or Force, or Sickneſs diſpoſleſt, | 
And lodges, where it lights, in Man or Beaſt ; 
Or hunts without, till ready Limbs it find, 
a5 thoſe according to their Kind; 
From Tenement to Tenement is toſs d. 
The Soul is ſtill the ſame, the Figure only loſt: 
And, as the ſoften'd Wax new Seals receives, 
This Face aſſumes, and that Impreſſion leaves; 
Now call'd by one, now by another Name; 
The Form is only chang' d, the Wax is ſtill the ſame: 
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80 Death, ſo call'd, can but the Form deface; 

Th' immortal Soul flies out in empty Space, 

| To ſeek her Fortune in ſome other Place, 
Then ler not Piety be put to flight, 

To pleaſe the Taſte of Glutton Appetite ; 

But ſuffer inmate Souls ſecure to dwell, 

Leaſt from their Seats your Parents you expel 15 

With rabid Hunger feed upon your Kind, 

Or from a Beaſt diſlodge a Brother's Mind. 

And ſince, like Typhis parting from the Shore, 


In ample Seas 1 ſail, and Depths untry'd before, 


This let me further add, That Nature knows 
No ſtedfaſt Station, but, or Ebbs, or Flows: 
Ever in Motion; the deſtroys her old,. 

And caſts new Figures in another Mold. 
Ev'n Times are in perpetual Flux, and run, 
Like Rivers from their Foüntain rowling on. 


For Time, no more than Streams, is at a Stay; 


The flying Hour is ever on her Way: 

And as the Fountain ſtill ſupplies her Store, 
The Wave behind impels the Wave before; 
Lhus in ſucceſſive Courſe the Minutes run, 
And urge their Predeceſſor Minutes on, 
still moving, ever new: For former Things 
Are ſet aſide, like abdicat ed Kings : 

And every moment alters what is done, 
And innovates ſome Act, till then unknown: 
| Darkneſs we ſee emerges into Light, 
And ſhining Suns deſcend to Sable Night; 
Ev'n Heay'n it ſelf receives another Dye, 
When weary'd Animals in Slumbers lie 
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of Midnight Eaſe : Another, when the Gray 

of Morn preludes the Splendor of the Day. 

The Disk of Phæbus, when he climbs on high, 
Appears at firſt but as a bloodſhot Eye; 

And when his Chariot downward drives to Bed, 

His Ball is with the ſame Suffuſion red; 

zut mounted high in his Meridian Race 

All bright he ſhines, and with a better Face: 

For there, pure Particles of Ather flow, 

Far from th* Infection of the World below. 
Nor equal Light th*unequal Moon adorns, 

Or-in her wexing; or her waning Horns. 

For ev'ry Day the wanes, her Face is leſs 3 

Zut gath*ring into Globe, the fattens at Increaſe, 
Ferceiy*ſt thou not the Proceſs of the Year, JF 

How the four Seaſons in four Forms appear, 8 

Reſembling human Life in ev ry Shape, they wear? 

Spring fitſt, like Infancy, ſhoots out her Head, 

With milky Juice requiring to be fed _ + 

Helpleſs, tho' freſh, and wanting to be led. 

The green Stem grows in Stature, and in Size» 

But only feeds with Hope the Farmer's Eyes; 

Then laughs the childiſh Year with Flowrets crown'd, 

And laviſhly perfumes the Fields around, | 

But no ſubſtantial Nouriſhment receives; 

Infirm the Stalks, unſolid are the Leaves. 
Proceeding onward-whence the Year began, 

The Summer grows adult, and ripens into Man, 

This Seaſon, as in Men, is moſt repleat 

With kindly Moiſture, and prolifick Hear. 
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Autumn ſucceeds, a ſober tepid: Age, 

Not froze with Fear, nor boiling into Rage; 

More, than mature, and tending to Decay, 

When our brown Locks repine to mix with odious Grey, 

Laſt, Winter creeps along with-tardy Pace, 

Sour is his Front, and furrow'd is his Face ;. 

His Scalp if not diſhonour'd quite of Hair, 

The tagged Fleece is thin; and thin is worſe than bare, 
Ev'n our own Bodies daily Change receive, 

Some Part of what was theirs before, they leave; 

Nor are to-Day, what Yeſterday they were 

Nor the whole Same to-Morrow will appear. 
Time was, when we were ſow' d, and juſt began, 

From ſome few fruitful Drops, the Promiſe of a Man; 

Then Nature's Hand (fermented as it was) 

Moulded to Shape the ſoft, coagulated Maſs; 

And when the little Man was fully form'd, 

The breathleſs Embrio with a Spirit warm d; 

But when the Mother's Throws begin to come, 

The Creature, pent within the narrow Room, 

Breaks his blind Priſon, puſhing to repair 

His ſtifled Breath, and draw the living Air; 

Caſt on the Margin of the World he lies, 

A helpleſs Babe, but by Inftin& he cries. 

He next eſſays to walk, but downward preſs' d 

On four Feet imitates his Brother Beaſt: 

By flow Degrees he gathers from the Ground. 

His Legs, and to the rowling Chair is bound; 

Then walks alone ; a Horſeman now become, 

He. rides. a Stick, and travels round the Room. 
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1n time he vaunts among his youthful Peers, 
srong⸗bon' d, and ſtrung with Nerves, in Pride of Years, 
nne runs with Mettle his firſt merry Stage, 

, Maintains the next, abated of his Rage, : 

But manages his Strength, and ſpares his Age. 6 
Heavy the third, and tiff, he ſinks apace, UT 
And tho? 'tis down hill all, but creeps along the Race. 

e. W Now ſapleſs on the Verge of Death he ſtands, 
contemplating his former Feet, and Hands; 
And, Mzilo-like, his flacken'd Sinews ſees, 

And wither'd Arms, once fit to cope with Hercules, 
Unable now to ſhake, much leſs to tear, the Trees. 
: So Helen wept, when her too faithful Glaſs 
u: Wl nkefleted on her Eyes the Ruins of her Face: 
Wondring, what Charms her Ravithers cou'd ſpy, 
To force her twice, ox ev'n but once t*enjoy ! 
Thy Teeth, devouring Time, thine, envious Age, 
On Things below ſtill exerciſe your Rage: 
With venom'd Grinders you corrupt your Meat, 
And then, at lingring Meals, the Morſels cat, 
Nor thoſe, which Element we call, abide, 
Nor to this Figure, nor to that, are ty'd :- 
For this eternal World is ſaid, of Old, 
But four prolifick Principles to held, 
Four different Bodies; two to Heay'n aſcend, 
And other two down to the Center tend: 
Fire firft with Wings expanded mounts on high, 
Pure, void of Weight, and dwells in upper Sky 3 

«WM Then Air, becauſe unclog'd in empty Space, 

5 flies after Fire, and claims the ſecond Place : © 
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But weighty W ater, as her Nature guides, 
Lies on the lap of Earth; and Mother Earth ſubſides. 
All things are mix'd of theſe, which all contain, 
And into thefe are all reſolv'd again: 
Earth rarifies to Dew; expanded more, 
The ſubtil Dew in Air begins to ſoar; 

Spreads, as ſhe flies, and weary of her Name 
Extenuates ſtill, and changes into Flame; 

Thus having by degrees Perfection won, 

Reſtleſs they ſoon untwiſt the Web, they ſpun, 
And Fire begins to loſe her radiant Hue, | 
_ Mix*d with groſs Air, and Air deſcends to Dew; 
And Dew condenſing, does her Form forego, 
And ſinks, a heavy lump of Earth, below. 

Thus are their Figures never at a ſtand, 

But chang'd by Nature's innovaring Hand; 
All Things are alter d, nothing is deſtroy'd, 

The ſhifted Scene for ſome new Show employ'd. 
Then, to be born, is to begin to be 
Some other Thing we were not formerly: 
And what we calb to Die, is not t'appear, 
Or be the Thing, that formerly we were. 
Thoſe very Elements, which we partake 

Alive, when Dead ſome other Bodies make: 
Tranſlated grow, have Senſe, or can Diſcourſe; 
But Death on deathleſs Subſtance has no Force. 
That Forms are chang'd, I grant; that nothing can 
Continue in the Figure it began: os 

The golden Age, to Silver was debas'd: 

To Copper that; our Mettal came at laſt. 
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The Face of Places, and-their Forms, "aha 

And that is ſolid Earth, that once was Sea: 

Seas in their Turn retreating from the Shore, 

Make ſolid Land, what Ocean was before; 

And far from Strands are Shells of Fiſhes found, 
And ruſty. Anchors fix d on Mountain Ground: 
And what were Fields before, now waſt'd and worn 
By falling Floods from high, te Valleys turn, 

And crumbling till deſcend to level Lands; 

And Lakes, and trembling Bogs, are barren Sands. 
And the parch'd Deſart floats in Streams unknown , | 
Wondring to drink of Waters not her own. 

Here Nature living Fountains ope; and there 
Seals up the Wombs, where living Fountains were; 
or Earthquakes ſtop their ancient Courſe, and bring 
Diverted Streams to feed a diſtant Spring. 

80. Licus, ſwallow'd up, is ſeen no more, 
But far from thence knocks out another Door. 
Thus Eraſinus dives ; and blind in Earth 


Kuns on, and gropes his way to ſecond Birth, 


Starts up in Argo, Meads, and ſhakes his Locks 
Around the Fields, and fattens all the Flocks, . ; 
So Myſus by another way is led, 

And, grown a River, now diſdains his Head: 
Forgets his humble Birth, his Name forſakes, 

And the proud Title of caicus takes. 

Large Amenane, impure with yellow Sands, 

Runs rapid often, and as often ſtands, 

And here he threats the drunken Fields to-drown ; 


And there his Dugs deny to give their Liquor down. 
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Anigros once did wholſome Draughts afford, 
But now his deadly Waters are abhorr'd : 
Since, hurt by Hercules, as Fame reſounds, | 
The Centaurs in his Current waſh'd their Wounds, 
The Streams of Hypanis are ſweet no more, 
But brackiſh loſe the Taſte they had before. 
Antiſſa, Pharos, Tyre, in Seas were pent, 
Once Iſles, but now increaſe the Continent 5 
While the Leucadian Coaſt, main Land before, 
By ruſhing Seas is ſever'd from the Shore. 
So Zancle to th' Italian Earth was ty*d, 
And Men once walk'd, where Ships at Anchor ride, 
Till Neptune oyerlook'd the narrow Way, 
And in Diſdain pour'd in the conqu'ring Sea. 
Two Cities that adorn'd th* Achaian Ground, 
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Buris, and Helice, no more are found, 

But whelm'd beneath a Lake, are ſunk and drown'd; 
And Boatſmen through the Chryſtal Water ſhow, 
To wond'ring Paſſengers, the Walls below. 

Near Træzen ſtands à Hill, expos'd in Air 

To Winter-winds, of leafy Shadows bare: 

This once was level Ground: But (ſtrange to tell) 

Th? included Vapours, that in Caverns dwell, 

Lab'ring with Cholick Pangs, and cloſe confin'd, 

In vain ſought Iſſue for the rumbling Wind : 

Yet ftill they heav'd for Vent, and heaving till 

Inlarg'd the Concave, and ſtot up the Hill 

As Breath extends a Bladder, or the Skins | 

Of Goats are blown t'incloſe the hoarded Wines: 
The Mountain yet retains a Mountain's Face, 

And gather'd Rubbiſh heals the hollow Space. 
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of many Wonders, which 1 heard, or knew, 

Rettenching moſt, I will relate but few: ' 

What, are not Springs with Qualities oppos'd, 

Endu'd at Seaſons, and at Seaſons loſt ? 

Thrice in a Day thine, Ammon, change their Form, 

Cold at high Noon, at Morn, and Evening warm: 

Thine, Athaman, will kindle Wood, if thrown 

On the pil'd Earth, and in the waning Moon, 

The Thracians have a Stream, if any try 

The Taſte, his harden'd Bowels petrify 

Whate'er it touches, it converts to Stones, 

And makes a Marble Pavement, where it runs. 
Crathis, and Sybaris her Siſter Flood, 

That ſlide through our Calebrian Neighbour Wood, 

With Gold, and Amber dye the ſhining Hair, 

And thither Youth reſort; (for who would not be Fair?) 
But ſtranger Virtues yet in Streams we find, 

Some change not only Bodies, but the Mind: 

Who has not heard of Salmacis obſcene, 

Whoſe Waters into Women ſoften Men? 

Or «Ethiopian Lakes, which turn the Brain 

To Madneſs, or in heavy Sleep conſtrain ? 

Clytorian Streams the Love of Wine expel, 

(uch is the Virtue of th' abſtemious Well,) 

Whether the coldex Nymph that rules the Flood 

Extinguiſhes, and balks the drunken God; 

Or that Melampus (lo have ſome aſſur'd) | 

When the mad Pretides with Charms he cur d, 

And pow'rful Herbs, both Charms, and Simples caſt 

luto the ſober Spring, where ſtill theis Vinueslaſt. 
Vol, II. | Q 
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Unlike Effects Lynteſtis will produce; 
Who drinks his Waters, tho* with mod*rate Uſe, 
Reels as|with Wine, and ſees with double Sight : 
His Heels too heavy, and his Head too light, 
Laden, once Pheneor, an Arcadian Stream, 
(ambiguous in th' Effects, as in the Name) 
By Day is wholſome Bey'rage ; but is thought 
By Night infe&ed, and a deadly Draught. 
Thus running Rivers, and the ſtanding Lake, 
Now of theſe Vittues, now of thoſe partake: 
Time was (and all Things Time, and Fate obey) 
When faſt Ortygia floated on the Sea; 

Such were Cyanean Iſles, when Typhis fteer'd 
Retwixt their Streights, and their Collifion fear'd; 
They ſwam, where. now they fit; and firmly jan 

Secure of rooting up, reſiſt the Wind. 

Nor ina vomiting ſutphureous Fire 

Will ever belfh ; for Sulphur will expire, 

(rhe Veins exhauſted of the liquid Store :) 

Time was, ſhe caſt no Flames; in time will caſt no more, 
For whether Earth's an Animal, and Air 

Imbibes ; ker Lungs with Coolneſs to repair, 

And what ſhe ſucks remits; "ſhe ſtill requires 

Inlets for Air, and Outlets for her Fires; 

When tortur'd with conyulſive Fits the ſhakes, 

That Motion choaks the Vent, till meals vent tlie 

makes: 

Or when the Winds in hollow Caves are clos'd, 

And ſubtil Spirits find that Way oppos'd, 

They toſs up Flints in Air; the Flints that hide 

The Seeds of Fire, thus toſs'd in Air, collide, 
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indling the Sulphur, till the Fewel ſpent 
The Cave is cool'd, and the fierce Winds relent. 
dr whether Sulphur, catching Fire, feeds on 
its unctuous Parts, till all the Matter gone 
The Flames no more aſcend ; for Earth ſupplies 
The Fat that feeds them; and when Earth denies 
That Food, by length of Time conſum'd, the Fire 
Famiſh'd for want of Fewel muſt expire. 

A Race of Men there are, as Fame has told, 
Who ſhiv'ring ſuffer Hyperborean Cold, 

Till nine times bathing in Minerva's Lake, 
| Soft Feathers, to defend their naked Sides; they take. 
'Tis ſaid, the Scythian Wives ( believe who will) 
Transform themſelves to Birds by Magick Skill; 
Smear'd over with an Oil of wond'rous Might, 
That adds new Pinions to their airy. Flight. 

But this by ſure Experiment we know, 
That living Creatures from Corruption grow: 
Hide in a hollow Pit a flaughter'd ster, 
Bees from his putrid Bowels will appear; 
Who, like their Parents, haunt the Fields, and bring 
Their Hony-Harveſt home, and hope another "pang; 
The Warlike-Steed is multiply'd, we find, 
To Waſps, and Hornets of the Warrior Kind. 
Cut from a Crab his crooked Claws, and hide 
The reſt in Earth, a Scorpion . thence will glide, 
And ſhoot his Sting, his Tail in Circles toſs'd 
Refers the Limbs his backward Father loſt : 
And Worms, that ſtretch on Leaves their filmy Loom, 
Crawl from their Bags, and Butterflies become. 
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Ev'n Slime begets the Frog's loquacious Race: 
Short of their Feet at firſt, in little ſpace 
With Arms, and Legs endu'd, long Leaps they take ] 
Rais'd on their hinder Part, and ſwim the Lake, ] 
And Waves repel: For Nature gives their Kind, 
To that Intent, a Length of Legs behind, 
' The Cubs of Bears a living Lump appear, = | 

When whelp'd, and no determin'd Figure wear. 
Their Mother licks em into Shape, and gives | 
As much of Form, as ſhe her ſelf receives. | 

The Grubs from their ſexangular Abode 
' Crawl out unfiniſh'd, like the Maggot's Brood: | 
Trunks without Limbs; till time at leiſure brings 
The Thighs they wanted, and their tardy Wings, | 

The Bird who draws the Carr of Juno, vain | 
Of her crown'd Head, and of her Starry Train; | 
And he that bears th' Artillery of Fove, 9 55 + 
The ftrong-pounc'd Eagle, and the billing Dove; | 
And all the feather'd Kind, who cou'd ſuppoſe 
- (But that from Sight the ſureſt Senſe he knows) 28 

They from th' included Tolk, not ambient White 

aroſe, | 

There are, who think the Marrow of a Man, 
Which in the Spine, while he was living, ran; 
When dead, the Pith corrupted will become 
A Snake, and hiſs within the hollow Tomb. 

All theſe receive their Birth from other Things; 
But from himſelf the Phenix only ſprings: 
Self-born, begotten by the Parent Flame 
In which he butn'd, Another, and the Same; 
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Who not by Corn, or Hetbs his Life ſuſtains, 
But the fweet Eſſence of Amomum drains : 
And watches the rich Gums Arabia bears, 
While yet in tender Dew they drop their Tears. 
He, (his five Centuries of Life fulfill'd) 
Nis Neft on Oaken Boughs begins to build, 
Oc trembling Tops of Palm, and fi & he'draws 
The Plan with his broad Bill, and crooked Claws, 
Nature's Artificers; on this the Pile 
Is form'd, and riſes round, then with the Spoil 
Of caſia, namen, and Stems of Nard, 
(for Softneſs ſtrew'd beneath) his Fun'ral Bed is rear'd: 
Fun'ral and Bridal both; and all around 
The Borders with corruptleſs Myrth ate crown'd, 
On this incumbent ; till ztherial Flame 
Firſt catches, then conſumes the coſtly Frame: 
Conſumes him too, as oa the Pile he lies; 
He liv'd on Odours, and in Odours dies. 

An Infaat-Phenix from the former ſprings, 
His Farher's Heir, and. from his teader Wings 
Shakes off his Parent Duſt, his Method he purſues, 
And the ſame Leaſe of Life on the ſame Terms renews. 
When grown to Manhood he begins his Reign, 
And with ſtiff Pinions can his Flight ſuſtain, 
He lightens of irs Load the Tree, that bore 
His Father's Royal Sepulcher before, : 
And his own Cradle: This (with pious Care 
Plac'd on his Back) he cuts the buxome Air, 
Sceks the Sun's City, and his ſacred Church, 
And decently lays down his Burden in the Porch. 
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A Wonder more amazing wou'd we find? 
Th? Hyena ſhows it, of a double Kind, 
Varying the Sexes in alternate Years, 

In one begets, and in another bears. 
The thin Cametion fed with Air, receives 

The Colour of the Thing, to which he cleaves, 
India when conquer'd, on the conqu' ring God 
For planted Vines the ſharp-ey'd Hax beſtow'd, 
Whoſe Urine, ſhed before it touches Earth, 
Congeals in Air, and gives ro Gems their Birth, 
So Coral ſoft, and white in Ocean's Bed, 


Comes harden'd up in Air, and glows with Red. 


All changing Species ſhould my Song recite; 
Before I ceas'd, wou'd change the Day to Night, 
Nations, and Empires floutith, and decay, 

By turns command, and in their turns obey ; 

Time ſoftens hardy People, Time again 

Hardens to War a ſoft, unwarlike Train. 

Thus Troy for ten long Years her Foes withſtood, 

And daily bleeding bore th' Expence of Blood: 

No fox thick Streets it ſhows an empty Space, 

Or only fill'd with Tombs of her own periſh'd _ 

Her ſelf becomes the Sepulcher of what ſhe was. 
Mycene, Sparta, Thebes of mighty Fame, 

Are vaniſh'd out of Subſtance into Name, 

And Dardan Rome that juſt begins to rife, 

On Tiber's Banks, in time ſhall mate the Skies: 

Widening ber Bounds, and working on her way 

Ev'n now ſhe meditates Imperial Sway? 

| Yet this is Change, but the by changing thrives, 
Like Moons new-born, ang in her Cradle ſtrives 
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To fill het Infant Horns; an Hour fhall come, 
When the round World ſha ll be contain'd. in N eme. 
For thus old Saws foretel; and Helenws 
Anchiſes? drooping Son enliven'd thus; 
When Ilium now was in a finking State; 
And he was doubtful of his future Fate: 
o Goddeſs horn, with thy hard Fortune ſtrive, 
Troy never can be loſt, and thou alive. | 
Thy Paſſage thou ſhalt free through Fire, and Sword, 
And Troy in Foreign Lands ſhall be reftord, 
In happier Fields a riſing Town I ſee, 
Greater, than what e' er was, or is, or Cer ſhall be: 
And Heay'n yet owes the World a Race dexiy* 
_ from Thee. 
Sages, and Chiefs, of other Lineage born, OP 
The City thall extend, extended thall adorn : 
jut from Iulus he muſt draw his Breath, 
whom thy Neme ſhall rule the conquer'd Barth: 
Vhom Heav'n will lend Mankind on Earth to reign, 
And late require the precious Pledge again. 
This Helenus to great ÆEntas told, | - 
Which I retain, e'er ſince in other Mould. 
My Soul was cloath'd 3 and now rejoice to view 
My Country Walls rebuilt, and Troy reviv'd anew, 
Rais'd by the Fall, Decreed by Loſs to Gain; 
Enſlay'd hut to be free, and conquer'd but to reign; 
' "Tis time my hard-mouth'd Courſers to controul, 
Apt to run Riot, and tranſgreſs the Goal: 
And therefore I conclude, Whatever lies, 


In Earth, or flits in Air, or fills the skies, 
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All ſuffer Change; and we, that are of Soul 
And Body mix d, are Members of the whole, 
Then when our Sites, or Grandfires, ſhall forſake 
The Forms of Men, and brutal Figures take, 
Thus hous'd, ſecurely let their Spirits teſt, 
Nor violate thy Father in the Beaſt, 
Thy Friend, thy Brother, any of thy Kin, 
If none of theſe, yet there's a Man within: 
O ſpare to make a Thyecan Meal, 
T'incloſe his Body, and his Soul expel. 

111 Cuſtoms by degrees to Habits riſe, 
III Habits ſoon become exalted vice: 
What mote Adyance can Mortals make in Sin 
So near Perfection, who with Blood begin? 
Deaf to the Calf, that lyes beneath the Knife, 
Looks up, and from her Butcher begs her Life: 
Deaf to the harmleſs Kid, that e'ec he dies 4 
All Methods to procure thy Mercy tries, C 
Aud imitates in vain thy Children's Ories. 


Where will he ſtop, who feeds with Houſhold Bread, 


Then eats the Poultry, which before he fed? 


Let plough thy Steers; that when they loſetheir Breath, 


To Nature, not to thee, they may impute their Death» 
Let Goats for Food their loaded Udders lend, 

And Sheep from Wiater-cold thy Sides defend; 

But neither Sprindges, Nets, nor Snares employ, 
And be no more Ingenious to deſtroy. 

Free as in Air, let Birds on Earth remain, 

Nor let inſidious Glue their Wings conſtrain 

Nor opening Hounds the trembling Stag affcight, 
Nor purple Featheis intercept his Flight: 
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Nor Hooks conceal'd in Baits for Fiſh prepare, 
Nor Lines to heave em twinkling up in Air. 
Take not away the Life you cannot give, 
For all Things have an equal Right to live. 
Kill noxious Creatures, where tis Sin te fave; 
This only juſt Prerogative we have : 
But nouriſh. Life with vegetable Food, | 
And ſhun the ſacrilegious Taſte of Blood. 
Theſe Precepts by the Samian Sage were taught, 
Which Godlike Numa to the Fabines brought, 
And thence transferr'd to Rome, by Gift his on: 
A willing People, and an offer'd Throne. 
O happy Monarch, ſent by Heav'n to bleſs. 
A Salvage Nation with ſoft Arts of Peace,. 
To teach Religion, Rapine to reſtrain, 
Give Laws to Luſt, and. Sacrifice ordain : 
Eimſelf a Saint, a Goddeſs was his Bride, 
And all the Muſes o'er his Acts preſide. 


The Story of HI POLY u 8. 
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Advancd in Years he dy d; one common Date 
His Reign concluded, and his Mortal State. | 
Their Tears Plebeians, and Patricians ſhed, 

And pious Matrons wept their Monarch dead. 
His mournful Wife, her Sorrows to bewail, 
Withdrew from Rome, and ſought th' Arician Vale_ 
Hid in thick Woods, ſhe made inceſſant Moans, 
Diſtur bing Cinthia's ſacred Rites wuh Groans, 
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How oft the Nymphs, who rnd the Wood and Lake, 
Reprov'd her Tears, and Words of Comfort ſpake! 
How oft (in vain) the Son of Theſtus ſaid, 
Thy ſtormy Sorrows be with Patience laid; 
Nor ate thy Fortunes to be wept alone, 
Weigh others Woes, and learn to bear thine own, 
Be mine an Inftance to aſſwage thy Grief : 
Would mine were none !---- yet mine may bring Relief 
You've heard, perhaps, in Converſation told, 
What once befel Hippolytus of old; 
To Death by Theſeus eaſie Faith bettay d, 
Aud caught in Snares his wicked Step-dame laid: 
The wondrous Tale your Credit ſcarce may claim, 
Yet (ſtrange to ſay) in me behold the ſame, 
Whom luſtful Phedra oft had preſs'd in vain, 
With impious Joys, my Father's Bed to tain ; 
Till ſeiz'd with Fear, or by Revenge inſpir' d, 
she charg'd on me the Aimes herſelf defir'd. 
Expell'd by Theſeus, from his Home I fled 
With Heaps of Curſes on my guiltleſs Head, 
Fotlorn, 1 ſought Pitthẽ an Træxen's Land, 
And drove my Chariot o' er Corinthus Strand ; 
Wen from rhe Surface of the level Main 
A Billow riſing, heav'd above the Plain; 
Rolling, and gath' ing, till ſo high it ſwell'd, 
A Mountain's Height th' enormous Maſs excell'd ; 
Then bellowing, burſt ; when from the Summit cleay'd, 
A horned Bull his ample Cheſt upheav'd. 
His Mouth, and Noſtrils, Storms of briny Rain, 
Expiting, 'blew. Dread Horror ſeiz d my Train. 
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1 ſtood unmov'd. My Father's cruel Doom 


Claim'd all my Soul, nor Fear could find a Room. 


Amaz'd, awhile my trembling Courſers ſtood 

With prick'd-up Ears, contemplating the Flood 3 

Then ſtarting ſudden, from the dreadful view, 

At once, like Lightning, from the Seas they flew, 

And o'er the craggy Rocks the rattling Chariot drew. ), 

In vain to ſtop the hot · mouth d Steeds I try d, 

And bending backward all my Strength apply'd ; 
The frothy Foam iu driving Flakes diſtains 

The Bits, and Bridles, and bedews the Reins. 

But tho', as yet untam'd they run, at length 


Their heady Rage had tir'd beneath my strength? 


When in the Spokes, a Stump intangling, tore 

The ſhatter'd Wheel, and from its Axle bore. 

The Shock impetuous toſt me from the Seat, 
Caught in the Reins beneath my Horſe's Feet. 

My reeking Guts drag'd out alive, around 

The jagged Stump, my trembling Nerves were wound» 


Then ſtretch d the well-knit Limbs, in Pieces hal'd, . 


Part ſtuck behind, and part the Chariot trail'd; 
Till, midſt my cracking Joints, and breaking Bones, 
1 breath'd away my weary'd Soul in Groans, 
No Part diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt was found, 
But all my Parts an univerſal Wound, 

Now ſay, ſelf-tortur'd Nymph, can you compare - 
Our Griefs as equal, or in Juſtice dare ? 
1 ſaw, beſides the darkſome Realms of Woe, 


And bath'd my Wounds in ſmoking Streams below. 


There L had ſtaid, nor ſecond Life injoy'd, , 
But Pœan's Son his wondrous Art imploy' d. 
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To Light reſtor'd, by medicinal Skill, 
In Spight of Fate, and rigid Plato's Will, 
Th' invidious Object to preſerve from View, 
A miſty Cloud around me Cynthia threw ; 

And leſt my Sight ſhould ſtir my Foes to Rage, 
she ſtamp'd my Viſage with the Marks of Age. 
My former Hue was chang d, and for it ſhown 

A Set of Featuresg.and a Face unknown, 

Awhile the Goddeſs ſtood in doubt, or Crete, 
Or Delos Ile, to chuſe for my Retreat. 
Delos, and Crete refus'd, this Wood ſhe choſe, 
Bad me my former luckleſs Name depoſe, | 
Which kept alive the Mem'ry of my Woes; 
Then ſaid, Immortal Life be thine ; and thou, 
Hippolytus once call'd, be Virbius now. | 
Here then a God, but of th' inferior Race, 
I fexrve my Goddeſs, and attend hex Chace. 


EGERI1A transform'd to a Fountain. 


Baut others Woes were uſeleſs to appeaſe 

Bgeria's Grief, or ſet her Mind at eaſe. 

Beneath the Hill, all comfortleſs the laid, 

The dropping Tears her Eyes inceffant ſhed, 

*Till pitying Phabe eas d her pious Wee, = 

Thaw'd to a Spring, whoſe Streams for ever flow. 
The Nymphs, and Virbius, like Amazement fill'd, 

As ſeiz' d the Swains, who Tyrrhene Furrows till'd 

When heaving up, a Clod was ſeen to roll, 
Untouch d, ſelf mov d, and big with human Soul, 
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The ſpreading Maſs its former Shape depos'd, 
Began to ſhoet, and Arms, and Legs diſclos'd, 
Till form'd a perfect Man, the living Mold 
op'd its new Mouth, and future Truths foretold; 
And Tages nam'd by Natives of the Place, 
Taught Arts prophetic to the Tuſcan Race. 
Or ſuch as once by Romulus was ſhown, 
Who ſaw his Lance with ſprouting Leaves o'er- grown, 
When fix'd in Earth the Point began to ſhoot, 
And growing downward turn'd a fibrous Root; 
While ſpread aloft the branching Arms diſplay'd, 
O'er wondring Crowds, an unexpected Shade, 
The Story of CipPUS. 
By Sir SAMUEL GARTH, M, D, 

Or as when cippus in the Current view'd 
1*¹ + ſhooting Horns that on his Forehead ſtood, 
His Temples firſt he feels, and with ſurprize 
His Touch confirms th' Aſſurance of his Eyes, 
Stxeight to the Skies his horned Front he ears, 
And to the Gods directs theſe pious Pray 18. 

If this Portent be proſp'rous, O decree 
To Reme th' Event; if otherwiſe, to me. 
An Altar then of Turf he haſtes to raiſe, 
Rich Gums in fragrant Exhalations blaze; 
The panting Entrails crackle as they fry, 
And boding Fumes pronounce a Myſtery, 
Soon as the Augur ſaw the Holy Fire, 
And victims with preſaging * expire. 
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To Gyppss then he turns his Eyes with ſpeed, 
And views the horny Honours of his Head :- 
Then cry'd, Hail Conqueror! thy Call obey, 
Thoſe Omens I behold preſage thy Sway. 

Rome waits thy. Nod, unwilling to be Free, 

And owns thy Sov'reign Pow'r. as Fate's Decree, 

He ſaid----and. cippus, ſtarting at th? Event, 
$poke in theſe Words his. pions Diſcontent. 

Far hence, ye Gods, this Execration ſend; 
And the great Race of Rownulus defend. 

Better that I in Exile live abhorr'd, 
Then e er the Capitol ſhou'd ſtyle me Lord, 

This ſpoke, he hides with Leaves his Omen d Head 
Then prays, the Senate next convenes, and ſaid, 

If Augurs can foreſee, a Wretch is come, 
Defign'd by Deſtiny the Bane of Rome. 

Two Horns (moſt ſtrange to tell) his Temples crown ; 
If Cer he paſs the Walls, and gain the Town, 
Your Laws are forfeit, that ill-fated Hour; 

And Liberty muſt yield to lawleſs Pow'r. f 
Your Gates he might have enter d; but this Arm 
Selz d the Uſurper, and with-held the Harm. 
Haſte, find the Monſter out, and let him be 
Condemn'd to all the Senate can decree; 

Or ty'd in Chains, or into Exile thrown; 

Or. by the Tyrant's Death prevent your own. 

The Crowd ſuch Murmurs utter as they Rand, 
As ſwelling .Surges breaking on the Strand: 
Or as when gath'ring Gales ſweep o'er the Grove, 
And their. tall Heads the bending .Cedars move. 
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Each with Confuſion gas d, and then began 
To feel his Fellow's Braws, and find the Man. 
Cppus then ſhakes his Garland off, and cries 
The Wretch you want I offer to your Eyes. 

The Anxious Throng mn dawn, and fad in 

Thought, [ 

All wiſh'd they had not found hs bien they fought: 7 
In haſte with Laurel Wreaths his Head they bind ; * 
Such Honour to ſuch Virtue was aſlign'd. | 
Then thus the Senate---Hear, © Opus, hear; 
So Godlike is thy Tutelary Care, | ; 
That ſince in Reme thy ſelf forbids thy Stay, 8 


For thy Abode thoſe Acres we convey 

The plough · Mate can ſurtound, the Labour of a Day. 

In Deathleſs Records thou ſhalt Rand inroll'd, 
And Rome's xich Poſts mall mine vith Horns af Gold, 


The Occafion of ESCULAPIUS being: 
brought zo ROM E. 


> 


' By Mr. WzLSTED. 


Melodious Maids of Pindus, who inſpire 1 
The flawing Strains, and tune the vocal Lyze; 
Tradition's Secrets are} unlock d to you, ; 
Old Tales revive, and Ages paſt renew; 

You, who can hidden Cauſes beſt expound, | 
Say, whence the Iſle, which Tiber flows around, 
It's Altars wWith a heav'nly Stranger grac'd, | 
And in our Shrines:the.God of Fhyſic placid. 
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A waſting Plague infected Latium's Skies; 
pale, bloodleſs Looks were ſeen, with ghaſtly Eyes; 

The dire Diſeaſe's Marks each Viſage wore, 

And the pure Blood was chang'd to putrid Gore: 

In vain were human Remedies apply'd; 

In vain the Pow'r of healing erbs was try'd: 

Weary *d with Death, they ſeek Celeſtial Aid, 

And viſit Phabus in his Delphic Shade; 

In the World's Centre ſacred Delphos ſtands, 

And gives its Oracles to diſtant Lands: q 
Here they implore the God, with fervent Vows, 
Vis ſalutary Power to interpoſe, | 

And end a great afflicted City's Woes. 

The holy Temple ſudden Tremors prov'd ; 

The Laurel-grove and all its Quivers mov'd; 

In hollow Sounds the Prieſteſs, thus, began, 

And thro? each Boſom thrilling Horrors ran, 

_ © Th' Affiftance, Reman, which you here implore, 
«* Seek from another, and a nearer Shore; | 
* Relief muſt be implor'd, and Succour won, 

« Not from Apollo, but Apollo's on; 

My Son, to Latium born, mall bring Redreſs: 

* Go, with good Omens, and expect Succeſs. 

When theſe clear Oracles the Senate knew 3 

The ſacred Tripod's Counſels they purſue, 

Depute a Pious and a choſen Baud, 

Who fail to Epidaurus neighb*ring Lands 

Before the Grecian Eldets when they ſtood, / 
They pray em to beſtow the healing God: 

« Ordiin'd was he to fave Auſonia's State 3. 

« So promis d Delphi, and uneriing Fate. 
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Opinions various their Debates enlarge: : 
Some plead to yield to Rome the ſacred Charges 
Others, tenacious of their Country's Wealth, 
Refuſe to grant the Pow'r, who guards it's Health. | 
While dubious they remain'd, the wafting Light 
Withdrew before the growing Shades of Night ; 
Thick Darkneſs now obſcur'd the dusky Skies : 
Now, Reman, clos'd in Sleep were mortal Eyes, 
When Health's auſpicuous God appears to Thee, 
And thy glad Dreams his Form celeſtial ſee: 
In his left Hand, a rural Staff preferr'd, 
His Right is ſeen to ſtroke his decent Beard. 
« Diſmiſs, ſaid he, with Mildneſs all divine, 
« Diſmiſs your Fears; I come, and leave my Shrine; 
This Serpent view, that with ambitious Play 
My Staff encircles, mark him ev'ry way; 
© His Form, tho? larger, nobler, I'll aflume, 
And chang'd, as Gods ſhould be, bring Aid to Reme- 
| Here fled the Viſion, and the viſion's flight | 
Was follow'd by the chearful Dawn of Light. | 
Now was the Morn with bluſhing Streaks o'er ſpread, 
And all the ſtarry Fires of Heav'n were fled : 1 
The Chiefs perplex'd, and fill'd with doubtful Care, | 
To their Protector' s ſumptuous Roofs repair, 
By genuin Signs implote him to expreſs, 
What seats he geigns ag chuſe, what Land to bleſs + 
Scarce their aſcending Prayers bad reach'd the Sky; 
Lo, the Serpentine God, erected high ! 
Forerunning Hiſſings his Approach confeſt; 
Zright ſhone his Goldea Scalcs, a and way'd his lofty 4 
_ Creſt; | | * 
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The trembling Altar his Appearance ſpoke ; 'T 
The Matble Floor, and glittering Cieling ſhook; T. 
The Doors were rock'd; the Statue ſeem'd to nod; 8e 
And all the Fabric own'd the preſent God: W 


His radiant cheſt he taught aloft to riſe, 

And round the Temple caſt his flaming Eyes: 

struck was th aftoniſh'd Crowd; the holy Prieſt, 

His Temples with white Bands of Ribbon dreſt, 

With rey' tent Awe the Power diving confeſt: 

The God! the God! he cries; all Tongues be ſtill + 

Each conſcious Rreafſt deyoureſt Ardour fill! 

O Beaufeous!. O Divine! aſſiſt our Cares, 

And be propitious to thy Vot'ries Prayers! 

All with conſenting Hearts, and pious Fear, 

The Words repeat, the Deity revere: 

The Romans in their holy Worſhip join'd, 

With filent Awe, and Purity of Mind: 

Gracious to them, his Creſt is ſeen to nod, 

And, as an Earneſt of his Care, the God, 

Thrice hiffiog, vibrates thrice his forked Tongue; 

And now the ſmooth Deſcent he glides along: 

Still on the ancient Seats he bends his Eyes, 

In which his Statue breaths, his Altars riſe; 

His long-loy'd. Shrine with kind: Concern he leaves, 

And to forſake th'. accuſtom' d Manſion grieves : 

At length, his ſweeping Bulk in State is born 

Thxo' the thronged Streets, which ſcatter'd Flowers 
adorn ; 4 

Thro' many a Fold be vinds. his mary Courſe, 


Ind gains the Port, and Moles, which break tle 
Ocean 5 Force: 
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'Twas here he made a Stand, and having view. d 
The pious Train, who his laſt Steps purſu d, 
Seem'd to diſmiſs their Zeal with gracious Eyes, 
While Gleams of Pleaſure in his Aſpect riſe. 
And now the Latian Veſſel he aſcends; 
Beneath the weighty God the Veſlel bends: 
The Latins on the Strand great Fove appeaſe, _ 
Their Cables looſe, and plough the yielding Seas: : 
The high - rear'd Serpent from the Stern diſplays 


His gorgeous Form, and the blue Deep ſurveys; 8 


The Ship is wafted on with gentle Gales, 
And o'er the calm Ionian ſmoothly ſails; 


On the ſixth Morn th' Italian Coaſt they gain, 1 a 


And touch Lacinia, grac'd with Juno s Fane; 
Now fair Calabria to the Sight is loft. 

And all the Cities on her fruitful Coaft ; * 
They paſs at length the rough Sicilian Shore, 
The Brutian Soil, rich with metallic Ore, 

The famous Iſles, where SEolus was King, 

And Peft#s blooming with eternal Springs 
Minerva's Cape they leave, and, Capree's Ide, 
Campania, on whoſe Hills the Vineyards ſmiles 
The City, which Alcides Spoils adorn, | 
Naples, fox ſoft, Delight and Pleaſure horn, 


Fair Stabia, with cume an Sybil $. Seats, 
And Baie's tepid Baths, and green Retreats: 


Linternum next they reach, where balmy Gums 
Diſtil from maſtic Trees, and ſpread Perfumes: 
Caieta, from the Nurſe ſo nam'd, for whom 
With pieus Care nest kai d a Tomb, 
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Velturne, whoſe Whirlpools ſuck the numerous Sands, 
And Trachas, and Mintwrnz's marſhy Lands, 
And Formia's Coaft is left, and Crce's Plain, 
Which yet remembers her enchanting Reign; 
To Antium, laft, his Courſe the Pilot guides; 
Here, while the anchor'd Veſlel ſafely rides, 
(For now the ruffled Deep portends a Storm) 
The ſpiry God unfolds his ſpheric Form, 
Thro' large Indentings draws his lubric Train, 
And feeks the Refuge of Apollo*s Fane 
The Fane is ſituate on the yellow Shore : 
When the Sea ſmil'd, and the Winds rag'd no more, 
He leaves his Father's hoſpitable Lands, | 
And furrows, with his rattling Scales, the Sands 
Along the Coaſt; at length the Ship regains, 
And ſails to Tibur, and Lavinum's Plains. 
Here mingling Crowds to meet their Patron came, 
Ev'n the chaſt Guardians of the Veſta! Flame, 
From every Part tumultuous they repair, 
And joyful Acclamations rend the Air: 
Along the flowry Banks, on either Side, 
Where the tall Ship floats on the ſwelling Tide, 
Diſpos'd in decent Order Altars riſe; 
And crackling Incenſe, as it mounts the Skies, 
The Air with Sweets refreſhes ; while the Knife, 
Warm with the Victim's Blood, let's out the ſtream- 
ing Life. 
The World's great Miſtreſs, Rowe ,receives him now; 
On the Maſt's Top reclin'd he waves his Brow, 
And from that Height ſurveys the great Abodes, 
And Manſions, worthy of teſiding Gods. 
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The Land, a narrow Neck, it ſelf extends, 

Round which his Courſe the Stream divided bends 
The Stream's two Arms, on either fide, are ſeen, 
Stretch'd out in equal length; the Land between. 
The Iſle, ſo call'd from hence derives it's Name: 
'Twas here the ſalutary Serpent came; 
Nor ſooner has he left the Latian Pine, 


But he aſſumes again his Form divine, 


And now no more the drooping City mourns, 
Joy is again is reſtdd d, and Health returns. 


The Deification of jorius CxSsAR. 


But Aſculapius was a foreign Power : 
In his own City Ceſar we adore: 
Him Arms, and Arts alike renown'd beheld, 
In Peace conſpicuous, dreadful in the Field; 
His rapid Conqueſts, and ſwif t finiſh'd Wars, 
The Hero juſtly fix*d among the stars; 
Yet is his Progeny his greateſt Fame: 
The Son immortal makes the Father's Name. 
The Sea-girt Britons, by his Courage tam'd, 
For their high rocky Cliffs, and Fierceneſs fam'd; 
His dreadful Navies, which victorious rode 
O'er Nile's affrighted Waves and ſeven- ſourc d Flood; 
Numidia, and the ſpacious Realms regain'd 


Where Cinyphis or flows, or Juba reign'd ; 


The Powers of titled Mithridates broke, 

And Pontus added to the Nen an Yoke; 
Triumphal Shows decreed, for Conqueſts won, 
For Conqueſts, whick the Triumphs Kill outſhone; 


Thro' angry Seas, and raging Billows born; 
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Theſe are great Deeds; yet leſs, than to have gi'n 
The World a Lord, in whom, propitious Heav'n, 
When you decreed the Soy'reign Rule to place, 
You bleſt with laviſh Bounty human Race. 

Now leſt ſo great a Prince might ſeem to riſe 
Of mortal Stem, his Sire muſt reach the Skies; 
The beauteous Goddeſs, that Æneas borez 
Foreſaw it, and foreſeeing did deplore; 

For well the knew, her Hero OFate was nigh, 
Devoted by conſpiring Arms to die. 

Trembling, and pale, to every God, the cry'd, 
Behold, what deep and ſubtle Arts are try'd, 

To end the laſt, the only Branch that ſprings 
From my Iulus, and the Dardan Kings! 

How bent they are! how deſp” rate to deſtroy | 

All that is left me of Bern Troy! | 
Am 1 alone by Fate ordain'd to know | | 
Uninterrupted Cate, and endleſs Woe? | 
Now from Tydide“ Spear 1 feal the Wound: i 
Now Ilium's Tow'rs the hoſtile Flames ſurround: 
Trey laid in Duſt, my exil'd Son 1 mourn, 


O'er the wide Deep his wandring Courſe he bends; 
Now to the ſullen Shades of Styx deſcends, 
With Turnus driv'n at laſt fierce Wars to wage, 
Or rather with unpitying Funo's Rage. 

But why record I now my antient Woes? 

Senſe of paſt Ills in preſent i Fears I loſe; ö 
On me their Points the i impious Daggers throw; 

| Vorbid it, Gods, repel the direful Blow: h 
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if by cats'd weapons Nita? s Prieſt expires, 
No longer mall ye burn, ye veſtal Fires. 

While ſuch Complainings Opria*s Grief diſcloſe; 
In each celeſtial Breaſt Compaſſion roſe : 
Not Gods can alter Fate's reſfiſtleſs Will; 
Yet they foretold by Signs th Eating II. 
Dreadful' were heard, among the Clouds, Alarms 
of ecchoing Trumpets, and of claſhing Arms; 
The Sin's' pale image g gave ſo faint a Light, 
That the ſad Earth was almoſt veil'd in Night; 
The eAther's Face with fiery Meteors glow'd; 
With Storms of Hail were mingled Drops of Blood; 
A dusky Hue the Morning Star o'erſpread, 
And the Moon's Orb v was ſtain'd with Spots of Red; 
In every place portentous Shrieks were heard, 
The fatal Watnings of th' infernal Bird; 
In ey ry Place the Marble melts to Tears; 
While in the Groves, rever d thro⸗ length of Years, 
Boding, and awful Sounds the Ear invade ; 
And ſolemn Muſic warbles thro* the Shade; 


No Victim can attone the impious Age, 


No Sictitice the wrathful Gods aſſuage; 
Dire Wars and civil Fury threat the State; 


And every Omen points out caſar s Fate: 


Atound each hallow'd Shrine, and ſacred Dome, 
Night-howling Dogs diſturb the peaceful Gloom; 
Their ſilent Seats the wandring Shades forſake, 
'And fearful Trembiings the rock d City ſhake. 
Yet could not, by theſe Prodigies, be broke 
The plotted Charm, or 2 the fatal Stroke; 
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Their Swords th* Aſſaſſins in the Temple draw; 
Their murth'ring Hands nor Gods nor Temples awe; 
This ſacred Place their bloody Weapons ſtain, 

And Virtue falls, before the Altar ſlain. 

 ?Twas now fair Cypria, with her Woes oppreſt, 

In raging Anguiſh ſmote her heav'nly Breaſt ; 
Wild with diſtracting Fears, the Goddeſs try'd 
Her Hero in th' etherial Cloud to hide, 
The Cloud, which youthful Paris did conceal, 
When Menelaus urg d the threatning Steel; 
The Cloud, which once deceiv'd Tydides' Sight, 
And fav'd Æneas in th* unequal Fight. 

When Fove---In vain, fair Daughter, you aſſay 
To o'er-rule Deſtiny's unconquer'd Sway: 
Your Doubts to baniſh, enter Fates Abode; 
A Privilege to heav'nly Powers allow'd; | 
There ſhall you ſee the Records grav'd, in length, 
On Irn and ſolid Braſs, with mighty Strength; 
Which Heav'n's, and Earth's Concuſſion ſhall endure; 
| Maugre all Shocks, eternal, and ſecure: 
There, on perennial Adamant deſign'd, 
The various Fortunes of your Race you'll find: 
Well I have mark' d em, and will now relate 
To thee the ſettled Laws of future Fate. 
He, Goddeſs, for whoſe Death the Fates you blame, 
Has finiſh*d his determin'd Courſe with Fame: 
To thee tis giv'n, at length, that he ſhall thine 
Among the Gods, and grace the worſhip'd Shrine: 
His Son to all his Greatneſs ſhall be Heir, 
And worthily ſucceed to Empire's Care: 
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Our ſelf will lead his Wars, reſoly'd to aid 

The brave Avenger of his Father's Shade : 

To him its Freedom Mutina ſhall owe, | 

And Decius his auſpicious Conduct know:: EE: 1 

His dreadful Powers ſhall ſhake Pharſalia's Plain, | 

And drench in Gore Phil ippi's Fields again: 

A mighty Leader, in Silia's Flood, | 

Great Pompey's warlike Son, ſhall be ſubdu'd: 

/Egypr's ſoft Queen, adorn'd with fatal Charms, 

Shall mourn her Soldier's unſucceſsful Arms: 

Too late ſhall find, her ſwelling Hopes were vain, 

And know, that Rome o'er Memphis ſtill muſt xeign: 

What name I Afric or Niles hidden Head? 

Far as both Oceans roll, his Power ſhall ſpread: 

z All the known Earth to him ſhall Homage pay, 4 

And the Seas own his univerſal Sway-: - | 
When cruel War no mote diſturbs Mankind; 
To civil Studies ſhall he bend his Mind, 
With equal Juſtice guardian Laws ordain, 
And by his great Example Vice reſtcain : 

"I Where will his Bounty or his Goodnels end? 
To Times unborn his gen'rous Views extend; 
The Virtues of his Heir our Praiſe engage, 

je: And promiſe Bleſſings to the coming Age: 
Late ſhall he in his Kindred Orbs be placed, 
With Pylian Tears, and .crowded Honours graced. 
Mean time, your Hero's fleeting Spirit bear, 
Freſh from his Wounds, and change it to a Star: 
S0 ſhall great Julius Rites divine aſſume, | 
And from the Skies eternal ſmile on RNme. 
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Where, her fair Form cenceal'd from mortal View, 
Her cſar's heav'nly Part ſhe made her Care, 


The Preference, which his juſter Subjects give; 


| Tao? great Lis S ce, him greater we proclaim: 
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This ſpoke; the Goddeſs to the Senate flew: 


Nor left the recent Soul to waſte to Air; 
But bore it upwards to its native Skies: 
Glowing with new-born Fires the ſaw it riſe; 
Forth ſpringing from her Boſom up it flew, 
And kindling, as it ſoar'd, a Comet grew; 
Above the Lunar Sphere it took its Flight, 
And ſhot behind it a long Trail of Light. 


The A of AUGUSTUS, is which | 
O VID floarit d. 15 


Thus rais'd, his glorious Off. ſpring Julius view'd | 
Feneficently Great, and ſcattering Good, 
Deeds, that his own ſurpaſs' d, with Joy beheld, 
And his large Heart dilates to be excell'd. 
What tho? this Prince refaſes to receive 


Fame unconttoll'd, that no Reftraint obeys, * 
The Homage, ſhunn'd by modeſt Virtue, pays, | 
And proves diſloyal only in his Praiſe. 

So Atrewus yields to Agamemnon's Fame; 
Achilles ſo ſuperior Honours won, 
And Peleus muſt ſubmit to Peleus Son; 


Examples yet more Noble to difclofe, 


So Saturn was eclipſed, when Fove to Empire roſe: 
Jove rules the Heav'ns; the Earth Auguſtus ways 
Each claims a Monarchs, and a Father's Praiſe. 


XV. 


View, 
| 


if 'tis allow'd to Poets to divine, 
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Celeſtials, who for Reme your Cares employ ; 
Ye Gods, who guarded the Remains of Troy; 


Ye native Gods, here born, and fix'd by Fate; 
Quirinus, Founder of the Reman State; 


O Parent Mars, from whom Quirinus ſprung 5 


Chaſte Veſta, Ceſar's houſtold Gods among, 
Moſt ſacred held; domeſtic Phæbus, thou, 

To whom with Veſta chaſte alike we bow; 
Great Guardian of the high Tarpeian Rock; / 


And all ye Pow'rs, whom Poets may invoke; 


O grant, that Day may claim our Sorrows late, 


When lov'd Au guſtus ſhall ſubmit to Fate, 


viſit thoſe Seats, where Gods and Heroes dwell, 
And —_— in Tears, the World he rul'd ſo well! 


The POET „ | 


2 


The Work is finiſh'd, which nor dreads the Rage 
Of Tempeſts, Fire, or War, or waſting Age: 
Come, ſoon or late, Death's undetermin'd Day, 
This mortal Being only can decayz 
My nobler Part, my Fame, ſhall reach the Skies, 
And to late Times with blooming Honours riſe : 
Whate' er th' unbounded Roman Power obeys, 
All Climes, and Nations ſhall record ny Praiſe: 


> roſe: 
ways, 
raiſe. 


{ One half of round Eternity is mine, 
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